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pretending  to  be  a  marriage  ceremony  uniting 
Cuby  Tee-bo  and  Robert  Hilton.  But,  having  no 
license  or  authority  to  perform  any  such  ceremony, 
I  do  hereby  declare  and  confess  the  same  to  be  null 
and  void,  and  in  no  way  binding  upon  the  said 
Cuby  Tec-bo  and  Robert  Hilton. 

And  I,  James  Turbine,  whose  name  is  also  affixed 
hereto,  do  say  and  covenant,  that  no  persecution 
by  law  or  otherwise  shall  be  instituted  or  carried 
on  against  the  s^id  Stuyvesant  Belcher. 

Signed, 

Signed,  Jakes  Tuebine. 

"Jim,  you're  a  scholar,"  said  Belcher  reflectively, 
looking  long  and  keenly  at  me ; "  you  got  it  bad.  Now, 
Jim,  the  'arth  is  all  'iled  and  runnin'  smooth.  Why 
don't  ye  let  her  be  till  she  begins  ter  creak?  Then  I'd 
see  what  I  c'd  do." 

I  laughed.     "  Sign  here,  Stu,"  I  said. 

"  Whar'd  ye  steal  this  pen,  Jim?  Which  end  d'  ye 
dip  in  the  fluid?  Mix  a  pint  bottle  o'  ink  next  time, 
'stead  o'  a  quart,  an'  put  in  more  bootblack,  an'  less 
dough  an'  hens'-ile,  Jim ;  add  a  leetle  molasses  soon  as 
ye  git  home,  and  a  tetch  o'  new  milk  and  ciimamon 
— somethin'  soothin*.  I  better  sign  my  own  copy, 
too?  " 

"Certainly." 

"Jim,  see  here;  I  can't  git  this  signature  ter  look 
like  the  other.  First  time  I  signed  my  name  there  was 
a  ham-rind  stickin'  to  the  point  o'  tiie  pen,  and  now 
I'm  workin'  around  here  with  a  griddle-cake  that 
fastened  onto  the  nib  second  time  I  dipped  her  into  the 
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bottle.     The*  ain't  no  manner  o'  resemblance  between 
them  two  signatures.     I  sh'll  be  held  up  for  forgery." 
"  No,  I'll  look  out  for  that." 
"  You'll  pertect  me,  Jim?  "  said  Belcher,  with  a  great 
affectation  of  maiden  simplicity. 

"  111  stand  by  ye  to  the  last  ditch,  Stu." 
"Because,  ef  ye  couldn't,  I'm  perfectly  competent 
ter  look  out  fr  myself.  So  you're  runnin'  things  now, 
are  ye,  Jim?  I  thought  the  sun  was  risin'  kind  o'  dif- 
ferent this  momin',  and  the  tides  hove  in  as  ef  some- 
thin'  was  werryin'  'em.  Wal',  don't  be  too  bra?h,  Jim. 
Handle  'em  easy.  How  do  ye  like  yer  position?  Does 
the  highmightiness  of  it  pay  ye  for  the  pains?  " 
«  Na" 

"Never  mind.  Somebody's  got  ter  do  it,  an'  Vm 
glad  o'  a  rest,  tell  you  work  up  a  herric'n  an'  I  have 
ter  step  in  an'  put  things  ter  rights  again.  Wal',  can 
I  move  on  now,  or  is  thar'  any  more  writin'  ter  do? 
Good-by.  Jim.  Remember  what  I  told  ye  about  puttin' 
some  fresh-laid  eggs,  well  beaten,  and  a  tablespoonful 
o'  vanilla  extrac'  inter  that  ink." 

I  put  Rob's  release  safe  in  my  inner  pocket.  When 
you  are  clearing  the  way  for  other  people's  bliss,  and 
the  woman  in  it  has  grown  into  your  life  till  you  don't 
hardly  know  life  without  her,  you  see  blank  for  a  while ; 
that  is,  if  you're  not  a  better  man  than  ever  I  was. 

As  I  stood  staring  a  bit  toward  the  hill,  meditating 
whether  it  was  better  to  climb  it  at  once  and  deliver 
over  the  paper  to  Rob,  or  sail  direct  over  to  Waldeck 
and  telegraph  Doctor  Margate  to  come  on  and  re- 
establish his  charge  financially,  and  take  him  and  Mary 
away  out  of  harm,  not  knowing  what  .      ht  befall  them 
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from  the  Gar'  Tee-bo  and  Bate  source.  especiaUy  now 
If  the  altered  condibona  of  Rob's  life  were  known-  so 
as  I  stood,  Cuby  herself  came  running  to  me  from  her 
cabm  door,  aU  excitement,  the  brown  hair  on  her  fore- 
head waring,  hatless. 

"Oh,Jeem,thebear8i8comin'!  The  bears  is  comin' ' 
Look  you ! " 

I  looked,  and  saw-a  recurrent  yearly  event  in  this 
region-three  tawny  bears  of  huge  dimensions  led  by 
their  keepers,  approaching  along  the  bluffs,  creeping 
mightily  and  cumbrously  along;  resigned  and  hopeless 
travders,  soon  to  go  through  a  forced  dance  and  pass 
the  obsequious  hat  before  us. 

"  Sure  enough,"  I  said.    «  Lord  pity  them." 
"Come  along,  Jim,"  cried  Cuby,  her  bright  face 
glowing,  her  eyes  shining  a  rebuke  at  my  indifference- 
come  you  down  to  be  near  them  when  they  dance  " 
She  caught  my  hand,  and  I  foUowed.    Mysteriously 
arismg  from  all     uarters    boys   and  girls,   men  and 
women,  began  to  dot  the  face  of  nature;  from  Joggins 
and  the  steep  way  and  the  lanes  in  all  directions,  the 
groups  began  to  gather  in  a  nucleur  at  the  River  set- 
tlement. 

I  saw  Rob,  one  arm  upheld  in  a  sling,  little  Rhody 
Uibnarse  drawing  him  eagerly  by  the  other  hand.  He 
smUed  when  he  saw  us  and  came  instantly  over  to  us 

Rhody's  smaU  and  wise  countenance  was  abeam  with 
the  general  excitement  and  satisfaction. 

*  l^!.*^.'  ^"^  •="*  "  «'***  ?"«==  '^yperin'  down  here 
to  the  frohck,  soon  as  ever  we  see  the  bears  a-comin'  " 
she  said  and  added,  in  explanation  of  the  green  apples 
she  was  heartily  devouring,  «<  of  course,  seein'  as  I  was 
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off  on  a  good  time,  I  had  to  ketch  off  a  few  chokry 
balls  to  chew  on  the  way." 

Rob  gave  his  familiar  laugh  of  supreme  enjoyment 
and  marveling  admiration  of  Rhody.  I  can  see  that 
genial  face,  to  this  day;  no  covert  ridicule  there,  but 
only  as  if  he  said,  "Was  there  ever  such  a  brilliant 
httle  gi/.  as  this?  »  She  made  a  hopeful  diversion,  for 
though  Rob  ^nd  Cuby  made  some  talk  together,  they 
were  not  at  ease  in  each  other's  company. 

"  My,  but  I  admire  your  cap  w'at  yon  wear,  Kttle 
Rhode',"  said  Cuby,  as  if  making  friends  on  the  whole 
with  this  smaU  and  competent  being  who  had  once  so 
emphatically  relieved  her  from  the  situation  of  «  Grief  " 
on  the  Sunday-school  sUge;  «it  mus'  make-«  you 
proud,  that  cap." 

«0h  no,"  said  Rhody  gravely;  "they  come  free. 
But,  o'  course,  I  couldn't  wear  my  Sunday  hat  to  the 
bear-f  rolick.  A  man  goes  around  givin'  these  away, 
an'  you  wear  it  aU  around  so  as  to  make  known  the 
goods  what's  wrote  on  it."  There  was  an  iUustration 
of  a  Ubie  on  Rhody's  cap,  surrounded  by  a  family 
group,  from  aged  grandparent  to  infant  in  highchair, 
and  above  the  festive  scene  shone  in  clear  type  the 
words,  «  Home  Circle  Tea." 

«  Car'line  Treet,"  continued  Rhody,  "keeps  wearin' 
her  old  «sody'  cap.  She  says,  «A  dog  't  ye  know. 
with  Its  fur  droopin',  is  better  'n  a  strange  cat  with 
a  ribbond  'round  its  neck.'  Mebby  she's  right,  but 
anyway.  Home  Circle  Tea's  cap  is  the  very  last  one 
they've  been  'round  with,  and  aU  the  children's 
a-weann'  'em"— a  statement  confirmed  on  the  spot  by 
the  moving  panorama  of  caps  bearing  that  legend. 
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Rhody  put  up  her  hard  MtUe  fist  to  grasp  Rob's 
hand  n  ecstasy  as  the  bears  came  lunging  down  the 
steeps,  and  Rob  held  her  hand,  smiling. 

I  knew  not  whether  to  sHp  the  paper,  then,  into  his 
possession.  While  at  sight  of  his  face,  I  found  my- 
self wdhng  enough,  and  eager,  to  do  that,  yet  the  look 
of  Bate  s  face  and  Gar'  Te^bo's  glooming  on  the  far 
edge  of  the  group  bade  me  restrain  the  impulse  yet 
a  while.  I  was  thinking  it  might  be  better  first  to  make 
my  sail  to  Waldeck  tad  send  my  message  to  the  doctor, 
and— to  have  another  talk  with  Cuby. 

«Forward-a-march-a!"  commanded  the  keepers  of 
their  bears,  in  stentorian  Italian  mingled  with  evidences 
of  a  bad  cold  in  the  head.    The  thi  .>e  great  beasts  stood 
erect,  and  marched  in  time  to  an  execr  ible  tune  sniffled 
weanly  and  perfunctorily  through  tie  noses  of  the 
three  showmen ;  marched  and  counter-marched,  gigantic 
creatures,  offspring  of  the  wilds  about  them,  who  could 
have  annihilated  their  keepers  by  a  stroke  of  the  paw 
and  scattered  the  multitude  like  chaff  before  the  wind 
Their  eyes  were  sodden,  dull.     The  mighty  wilder- 
ness that  had  been  theirs  by  right  lay  all  about  them; 
and  they,  tamed  to  earn  their  masters'  bread  and  to 
forego  their  very  nature-the  epitome  of  awful  pa- 
rti,?.    "^    »'l-'=™''h«d    desire-they    danced    and 
chmbed  the  swaying  flagpole  and  «  said  their  prayers  " 
amid  the  jibes  of  the  crowd  with  the  huge  compUance 
of  painfully  uphfted  paws. 

The  tide  was  creeping  in  apace ;  with  it  came  the  wind 
of  all  bold  adventure  and  triumph  over  adversity  and 
pain.  ■^ 

"  Now  wr«»Ue-a-wrastle-a  for  the  p«.ple.» 
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thft   fr    V  """''  ""^*«''  t"  simulated  wrath 

,^  .^. -— -J-- -i 

«o  »ui„  ,s  rajr  keeper,"  I  muttered      «  T  H„ 
because  I  will— anH  I'll  /   *      it   .   "^"°'        ^   do   so 
I     ..  a  ml  "  '*  '""•  ^''^'  ^y  God,  because 

«ei^:^'^:?sLx:j- »'-•-- -- 
o^^;r:;:;^r::^2:-^---hat 

and  scranin™  „<•  ii.       •  .  'ncongruom  whininij 

"  scraping  of  the  mighty  bears    h«/l  tJ-j  iu    l 

JVC,   I  don't  want   to   talk   to   myself    Cnbv »   T 
answered.     «•  I  w.nt  tn  t-iu     -xt  ^'     ^ 

earnest,  too."    We    „™ed       r^r     «*»  •»  'l-d 
cabin  together.  '  '"^°«  "'"'''j'  *°'^«d  h" 

"You  know,  Cnby,  IVe  always  loved  Marv  Sti„ 
garee.    I  We  her  still,  but  that's  over."  ^  ^"" 

we^sTt^  i:r"'^"'"  •'-^'^  ^•'--^^'^ -^ 

"  Now  youlike  to  flirt  with  about  everybody  Cubv 
and  you've  tried  it  a  little  on  me,  when  C~  ^' 

''etter  subject.    I'm  a  rough  oldTeMot"xt »;::;,;: 
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or  reckon  you  could  love  me.  But  I've  been  thinking; 
and  it  seems  to  me,  when  we've  got  things  settled,  you 
and  I  had  better  make  out  to  sea  together,  and  try 
some  new  port  for  setting  up  a  shanty.  What  do  you 
say,  little  girl?  " 

"  Me,"  said  Cuby  in  pale  earnest.    « I  care  not  who 
you  loaf,  so  you  let  me  mek'  sail  with  you,  Jeem." 
"  Do  you  care  so  much  about  sailing  as  that!"  " 
Look  you,"  she  said,  her  eyes  very  wide  on  mine. 
"  I  care  for  sailing,  yes;  but  I  loaf-a  you,  Jeem." 
"  So  you  told  Rob,  once?  " 

"But  he — no!  I  play  with  heem.  I  mek'  b'Ueve. 
See,  I  cross-a  my  heart;  it  was  you  always  I  loaf.  Now, 
I  have  said,  an'  I  am  not  ashem'." 

The  stars  of  her  eyes  looked  boldly,  yet  with  a  certain 
flower-Hke  womanly  sweetness,  at  me,  out  of  her  pale 
face;  but  above  aU  things  I  saw,  to  my  sudden  enlight- 
enment and  amaze,  that  they  were  full  of  truth. 

"  Nothin'  can  mek'  to  scare  you  an'  me,  Jeem,"  she 
laughed  with  a  catch  in  her  brr  ith.  «  We  go  very  good 
together." 

"  But  I  am  frightened  to  have  yon  stay  here,  Cuby. 
Your  father  and  Bate  are  running  down  hill;  they  are 
making  their  spree  permanent;  they  are  drinking  so 
much  rum  these  days  they  are  hardly  responsible 
beings." 

«  Look  you,  Jeem."  Cuby  glanced  all  about  her,  her 
little  forefinger  lifted  hushingly  and  wamingly  at  me. 
"  Jeem,"  she  whispered,  "  I  know  very  much.  Eef  you 
let  me  not  to  go  with  you,  I  have  med  my  mind  I  shall 
run  away  by  myself.  Hush— they  are  weecked !  They 
mek*  talk  by  themselves  when  they  have  drink  too  much. 
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They  theenk  I  am  frien',  to  them.  I  am  not  frien', 
to  them-but  I  tell  no  one  but  you-hu.h." 

"  What  i,  it,  little  girl?  You  can  trust  me.  A.  vou 
•ay,  you  and  I  •  «„  together '  henceforth.  What  are 
theypWng?  There's  no  one  about.  Po  not  be 
afraid.  I"  «  few  days'  time.  I  will  have  you  out  of  this 
for  good.    Tell  me  all,  Cuhy." 

«  They  plan  a  harm  to  you  and  Rob  both.  Bot 
Marsy.  w  at  come  m  shore  two  days  ago-he  halp  them 

n    .  ^.'^  '""PP*"    *°  ^  *e  other  side  the  wall 

^  to  wr?  "."'  """'''  """"-'''^^  say-you  shaJ 

nofTw'  '""'  ^^  *'^  '"'•"'  *'"'*•  ^^'  «J«^1»-     I  h-d 
not^  told  even  you.    I  had  not  made  up  my  mind  until 

"My  father  gets  a  scare  of  them.  They  dreenk 
an.  mek.  a  gre't  laugh,  an'  say  they  shaU  nip  tL  mo^eJ 
off  you  an'  Rob  biffore  you  mek'  awav     TtT.^         iI 

i^wii^r^  -r  •"'"'  4  tZs^^^a^^c; 

mew^hthem.    But  they  shaU  not.    I  med' my  mind 

them  m"  r'"  ""  ^'  '''"'"  ^*'  -^  --  -t 
tt™  T  .\  Y  ""^  "^"y  "^*^  ^J^o  <J'-"k  he  tum-a 
them  out  of  bs  house.    Hush,  Jeem,  eef  they  know  I 

So^se'^Vh  ^  "  '"\  '"'^^  '^-P  "*  "-''SP-^ 
mvf:.  \''"J' '"'^^  •»"'=h  dreenk  there.  Only  me  an' 
my  father  know.  Eef  we  tell,  they  keell  us;  «f  I  teU 
my  father  keen  me.  They  said 'it  i.  eo:;i?a  m 
moon  an'  they  see  all  over  the  worl'  up  at  the  Spook 
House,  so  whan  .t  is  good  tam'  they  nip  the  mLe. 
off  you  an' Hob,  an' mek' away." 
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"  I«  tluit  all?  "  I  laid  cheerfully.  '•  I  could  defend 
myself  againit  half-a-dozen  such  fellows,  little  girl. 
They  will  not  molest  you  till  they  get  the  moneys ;  and 
as  for  Rob — I'll  not  tell  him,  never  fear — but  I'll  see 
that  he  stays  safe  indoors  o  nights,  and  that  a  strong 
man  sleeps  in  the  shed  for  guard.  I  know  just  the 
man." 

"Oh,  but  Jeem — Jeem — eef  they  come  behind  you 
in  the  night,  eef  they  strait'  you  on  a  sudden.  Ah— 
they  jay  you  an'  Rob  weesh  to  parsacute  them  an'  put 
them  in  a  preeson — they  say  they  got  a  right  for  to 
do  you." 

"  Have  patience  just  a  little  while  longer,  Cuby,  and 
trust  me.  I  must  see  some  things  settled  before  we  go. 
Your  marriage  to  Rob  was  no  marriage.  It  was  a 
farce.    You  knew  that?  " 

She  smiled  intelligently.  «  Nem'  it  not  to  me,"  she 
said.  "  Nem'  that  to  me  no  more.  It  was  stupeed.  I 
mek»  a  laugh  at  myself." 

"And  you  are  ready  at  any  time  to  say  that  it 
was  Belcher  and  not  Dessup  who  performed  that 
ceremony?  "    . 

"Sart'nlee,"  smiled  Cuby.  "  It  is  but  to  amuse. 
But,  Jeem,  say  you  not'ings  until  you  an'  me  go  away  to- 
gether. My  father  keel  me.  Ah,  Jeem,"  she  continued, 
her  face  unclouded  by  the  former  sinister  reflection, 
"  I  weeli-a  mek'  you  'appy.  I  am  good  sailor.  I  work 
for  you.  I  mek'  all  clean.  I  cook — ah,  Jeem,  I  am  one 
cook  celebrate'." 

"That  is  good.  I  am  tired  of  my  old  frying-pan. 
For  years  I've  been  contented  over  in  my  cabin  or  on 
cruise,  making  my  bread,  frying  my  fish,  and  hashing 
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my  potatoes  i„  that  old  pan :  but  w-  want  all  thing.  „ew, 
don  t  we  Cuby,  when  we  go  out  with  the  tide  .ome  day 
.oon  and  forage  around  for  .  hom.  in  ,on,e  n,.w 
quarter  of  the  earth?  We'll  begin  all  new,  my  girl- 
and  when  I  come  back  from  Waldeck  we  mu.t  go  to' 
old  Dessup  and  get  married." 

"What-a.  You  marry  me,  Jeem?"  cried  Cubv.  aa 
loud  as  she  dared  whisper.  «  You  mek'-a  to  mar^'me 
forever  an' ever  your  wife?    Jeem.  I  leef  lor  you.     I 

die  for  you.    See,  I  fall  on  my  knee » 

"  No,  no,"  I  said,  holding  her,  "  my  little  g-'ri.  What 
c^.d  you  th  nk  '.-the  pathos  of  it  melted  mf  to  .^  j 
o*  eternal  loyalty.  «  My  wife ?-of  course.  Forever^ 
-yes.    And  I'll  be  true  and  good  to  you,  Cuby." 

With  her  hand  trembling  in  mine  I  looked  at  the 
swjJ  «;'f.''^'''^  "">  '"'^o-^ing  tide  would  make  . 
"^,  full  nver  by  and  by,  and  I  thought  not  too 
•«Uy  now  of  the  hour  when  we  should  m.ke  out  to 
where  the  ocean,  too,  is  eternal.  A  hand  that  confWes 
m  you, s  a  hand  that  supports  you  most  of  all.  A  little 
touch  hke  that  is  beyond  the  fire  and  challenge  of  love- 
the  charge  is  inalienable. 

And  I  should  prove  myself  Rob's  friend,  and  Mary's. 
Mary-the  courting  of  her  would  be  a  high  office  for 
•ny  man,  meeting  proud  self-respect,  lofty  intelligence 
angehc  condescension;  but  there  came  to  me  the  shadow 
of  a  thought,  that  perhaps  Cuby's  giving  of  herself 
heW  in^t  sometJung  a  bit  more  by  way  of  grandeur. 
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CHAPTER    XXVin 

THI   (TKKP   WAY 

So  mach  more  did  I  demand  of  Belcher,  that  I  en- 
listed h,.  «rvice.  to  .Icp  for  one  night,  unknown  to 
the  family  within,  and  on  oath  of  secrecy,  in  the  shed 
of  the  Stingaree  house. 

Thereafter  I  could  guard  the  house  myself;  but  I 
was  for  sailing  to  Waldeck  that  very  night  so  as  to 
make  the  return  trip  on  the  morrow.  The  message 
must  be  sent  at  once. 

Belcher  spent  a  night  of  much  humor  in  the  shed 
according  to  his  relation  to  mc  of  those  circumstances 
afterwards. 

"I've  suffered  for  ye,  Jim,"  said  he.  "What  are 
ye  so  scart  about  Ma'y  Stingaree  for?  The's  nothin' 
around  to  harm  her.  She's  mittened  ye  anyway,  eh? 
You  re  a  dum  crank,  Jim.  You  been  a  partly  sup- 
portm'  her  an'.Bate  unbeknownst  to  'em  this  long  while, 
hke  a  chapter  outer  the  gospil.  You  ain't  no  gospU. 
You  re  a  dum  tuff,  two-leggid  crank,  that's  what  you 
be.  Why  don't  ye  haul  yerself  tergether  and  act  like 
a  Christian?  " 

"  I'm  aiming  for  that,  Stu." 

"  Wal',  ye  won't  aim  through  me  ag'in.  I've  spent 
my  last  night  in  that  heU-racket.  I'd  ruther  taake  mv 
piUer  on  the  flats  'long  o'  the  clams.  They're  quiet. 
I  d  no  sunner  wrinch  a  rat  off  'n  my  ear  an'  throw  him 
agm  the  side  o'  the  shed,  than  I'd  have  ter  puU  one  off 
36i 
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my  no-.     Ef  I  opened  my  mouth,  they'd  begin  ter 
draw  m^  teeth.     Then  when  Td  .lew  .o  many^f  '^ 

Jri    ..u"'"'"*'''""  **"^  "•*•  'oU'""'  didn't  nuS 

«ro.'th^w?  ««ht-by-ten-i„ch  winderpane  in^ 

rear  o   the  .hed  ter  git  i„  outer  the  rain;  they  lep  «, 

husky,  .„.  «,  f„,  o„y  ,^„j^  •       y  '«P  - 

on  jny  .leepin'  mouth,  every  dum  one  of  WW.? 
t  ;7  ''""^'•"  "^•'^  ^'"''"=  "  '^'-  I'-  -ff^rid' 

"  1*11  never  forget  it.  Stu." 

"  Ye  better  not,  ye  blame  ol'  cabinetiize  fool "  r^ 

Ta^    t? t''  ''"■"'  '  "■»■'  •"  '-''  "'"-f"  cien- 
It  ahno«t  took  on  the  hue  of  affection 

.t™.!fl"''"  T-"'  "  "«''*  "^'^  ^'  ''"  'We  to  con- 
■true  afterward,  mto  .o  jocose  an  epic,  I  managed  to 

it  came  on  to  rain,  and  the  wind  blew.    But  I  knew  mv 
cour«.     I  liked  that  night!     I  Wed  it!     By  fiZen  I 

i:l"uW„otll'"''°'*"''''^''"-    '^- 
to  ?/1*°^  '1''^  ^'""  '""^"'  '°  tJ-^  t<"^  ''hen  I  tied 

had  da"  j"     ,r  T  ''"*•     ^*"  I  ->«=  the  daj 
W  dawned  ,oft  and  warm.     I  missed  the  cold  wind 

ort  of  ghost    preoccupied,  amid  the  crude  and  no  sy 

traffic  round  about  me;  and  I  sent  my  message.    I  drew 

my  money  from  the  bank,  for  I  had  a  longer       '^11 

m»d,  and  I  should  aot  touch  at  Waldeck  fg,7^  '" 

The  wmd  was  faint  and  baffling  when  I  set  sail  for 
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home,  but  it  breezed  handsomely  to  a  flying  gale  with 
the  high  tide,  and  I  made  port  before  sunset. 

Then  for  the  next  few  days  came  the  waiting  for 
the  boat  I  had  engaged  to  bring  the  doctor  over  from 
Waldeck  to  show  in  the  offing;  that,  and  the  necessary 
precautions  fo:  Mary  and  Rob  and  Cuby.  I  could 
have  broken  up  the  nest  at  Spook  House,  but  that  would 
have  brought  Bate's  recent  history  to  light,  and  he  was 
Mary's  brother;  his  crime  had  been  against  Rob,  whom 
she  loved;  and  I,  with  heart  and  soul,  was  all  for  bind- 
ing their  romance  now,  not  destroying  it.  And  to 
spirit  Mary  and  Rob  away,  and  to  take  Cuby  away,  be- 
fore harm  be'ell  them,  that  was  my  work. 

Some  labor  I  did  in  the  cornfield  too,  where  my 
scarecrow  stood  true.  Mrs.  Byjo  was  true.  She  slept 
for  defense  on  the  lounge  in  the  house,  while  I  slept 
in  the  shed,  unknown  to  them  within. 

«  What  ailed  Stu  Belcher  t'other  night?  "  Mrs.  Byjo 
inquired,  passing  sturdily  through  the  field  on  her  way 
home.  "Queerest  ructions  I  ever  knew  concerning 
Stu.  I  knew  he  took  a  little  once  in  a  while,  but  I 
thought  he  .always  kept  his  head." 
"  Why,  what  now?  " 

«  Why,  about  ten  o'clock  o'  night,  I  was  reading,  I 
heard  the  steadiest  snoring  out  in  the  shed— good, 
peaceable,  honest,  thundering  p-<oring.  There  wasn't 
any  villainy  to  that  snore,  and  it  was  dead  heavy;  no 
timber  that  snored  like  that  would  work  ye  any  harm. 
And  I  went  and  looked,  and  there  lay  Stu  Belcher. 
I, shut  the  door  and  went  back  to  consider  of  it.  If 
you'll  beKeve  me,  he  lay  there  and  kept  his  exhaust  pipe 
gomg  at  that  same  pace,  without  any  break,  till  morn- 
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mgi  for  I  lay  awake  a  long  time,  listening,  and  every 
tune  I  woke  afterward,,  I  heard  hin,,  drawing  his  coal 
and  freight  cars  up  grade,  aU  the  night  through." 
cat.?"     ^"     ^°*^*  ^^bed  him-no  mice?     No 

|J1  the  rodents  out  o'  there  long  ago.    But  the  question 

tLT  uTr;  ^\  *'"  '"'^  ^  ^''J  ""^ing  to  Mary. 
Thought  I'd  ask  you  first."    Her  eye  twinkled. 

Good  old  Stu,"  I  said ;  "  he's  sort  of  eccentric,  you 
know.    Don't  give  him  away."  »  •<=,  you 

.  "  ^'"C'"**  **"•  "^J"'  *"''•  """naonplace  eyes  flash- 
ing mtelhgence  at  n,e.  and  with  an  approving  tremble 
m  her  voice,  "'good  old'  Jim,  nor  I  won't  give  you 
away,  neither."  "       ' 

Before  noon  I  went  down  to  the  River  again,  where 
Cuby  was  on  «,e  lookout  continuaUy  for  the  sail  that 
doctor  '**^'"'"'«=«  «  the  person  of  the  great 

It  was  yet  hardly  time  for  it,  we  considered,  when 
after  a  day  s  work,  as  I  stood  looking  off  at  the  grand 
desolate  gorge  of  the  river   with  the  lead  of  suspense 

excitedly,  but  softly: 

«Jeem,thes'el!  It  is  come!  Itisheem!"  The  tide 
was  low,  and  the  boat  anchored  far  out.     Two  men 

t^^.^l^T  ^""*=  ""•'  '''"*«'  "«*  ">e  other  rl 
turned  to  the  boat.  By  that  time  I  had  raced  tu  the 
Aore  Doctor  Margate  approached  me,  his  usually 
ruddy  face  as  pale  as  death.  ' 

nu.Itor?""  ""'  ""'  ''^'"  ''  "^^-     "^*  »  ^ 
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«  Mary— «he  u  weD,"  I  said. 

A  great  light  came  over  hig  face  suddenlj. 

"Does  she  want  me?"  he  asked.  "Does  she  want 
me  to  take  her  away?  " 

"  Sit  down  here  a  minute  first,  sit  down  here  on  the 
bowlder,"  1  said.  "Mary  Stingaree's  a  wonderful 
woman,  a  sublime  woman,  but  she  seems  to  mix  up  the 
ideasinafeUow'shead  sometimes.  I  know  how  that  is. 
Let's  sit  down  here  now,  and  see  straight.  I— Pve  got 
*  .tory  to  teU  ye;  but  before  I  begin  it  I  want  to  say 
that  Rob— A<r'«  done  well." 

"Right!  Jim  Turbine,"  said  the  doctor.  "  I'm  afraid 
that  I  know  your  story,"  he  added.  "Rob  has  done 
well-^narvelously  weD,  I'm  afraid?  " 

I  chuckled  the  same  despairing  chuckle  that  he  did. 
You  re  a  b.g  man,  I  know,"  I  said,  «  but  you  ain't 
left  anything  more  important  back  there  in  the  States 
than  what  you've  come  to  here." 

His  look  dwelt  on  me  kindly,  without  words,  siniru- 
lariy  long.  ° 

"Look  here,"  I  braced  up  to  say,  laughing,  for  I 
did  not  understand  his  look;  "me  and  some  other 
tremendous  old  hulks  o'  bears,  that  might  'a'  torn 
everything  to  pieces  if  they'd  been  a  mind  to— we've 
marched  and  we've  wrastled  and  climbed  and  made  our 
prayers  even.  I  reckon  gou've  done  some  wrastKn' 
and  climbing  on  your  own  account,  doctor." 

"  Yes,  Jim,  you  and  I  have  climbed,  but  I  think  you 
have  done,  impetuously  and  fearlessly,  and  jvhoUy  and 
decisively— you  have  attained  something  of  a  peak  be- 
yond my  reach,  my  good  fellow." 

Educated  people  have  a  way  of  making  you  think 
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««t  they're  smiling  at  you  inside.    Mary  h«l  it, 
I  did  not  heed  It    I  had  more  to  say. 

d  J77  Tl"  ^''*''''"  *'"'*  ""'°"  ^^^^'^  Rob  and  Mary, 
d^tor?  They  will  be  rich,  I  know.  You  wiU  do  7u 
that  mortal  can  do  to  make  them  happy?  » 

«nSed'Zt.*°   "^   "'"^""""^   ^   ^^-''^^-^   -^ 
"You  are  not  old,  Jim,"  he  said.     "I've  been  toH 

ZT'  T'  ^°"-  ^•'" ''--  «*°«^  ^-^  ^C 

looLng  out  for  her.  without  her  full  knowledge." 

I  could  not  do  much,"  I  said  impatiently,  for  he 
would  not  come  to  the  point. 

"  You  loved  her  best  of  all,  Jim' » 

"Me!"  I  turned  and  laughed.      "Hei-for  me- 
mat  u  WgP  »  I  said.    «  Say,  I  been  through  sle 

Sr  J   :  ^''"^''^  "P  '""^  ^*-P«  yonder  Uja 
-Id  mght.  alone.    There's  a  view  when  ye  git  up  there 

Love  „  pretty  much  carin'  for  them  LfnelllZ 
ffis  face  flushed  with  a  color  that  was  not  angry. 

r,ulsr7     TJ^I  "'"""^  ""'  *''"''  »•»  ^"h  th«  im- 
pulse of  a  dart  from  the  sky.  Jim." 

hiJ,'^.\T'*Tf"'  '*  ""^  ''""•  ^  •"»<'  I  »»wered 
mm ;     but— I  done  it." 

wav^'^'w'  """"J  """:"  '"'■'  ''*'  ^  "  ^"'«*'  "ff-h-d 

rSt  cit7  7  T  ""*•""«  ^^"^^  '""^'^  *•>"«    '"  the 

Sd  2,  If  "^^^^^^-^^^^  «"''*'"-  '>''^- 

"That's  true,  too,"  I  answered.     "The  work  was 

irtf't"""" '"'  ^  f  ^ "'"'  ■'"  ^-«''*  - '» ^^ 

■d^  of  foregoing  what  he  just  wanted    for  what  he 
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ought  to  do.  He  caught  on  to  that,  wonderful.  ShaD 
we  climb  the  steep  wajr,  doctor?  It's  the  shortest.  Let 
me  carry  your  bag." 

He  handed  me  his  burden.  Where  the  hill-lane 
turns  off  to  the  hamlet  of  Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  I 
stood  a  moment  before  I  left  Wm.  There  was  a  strug- 
gle. I  had  reckoned  on  handing  the  release  to  Rob 
myself.  Pd  sort  of  pictured  it;  but  the  doctor  looked 
so  forlorn  and  courageous  standing  there,  with  the 
steady  light  of  duty  in  his  eyes,  it  came  easy  after  all,  at 
the  wrench. 

"  Oh,  by  the  way,"  I  says,  "  will  you  give  this  paper 
to  Rob  and  Mary?  I  can't  go  there  just  now,  I  got 
so  much  to  do." 

He  smiled  long  at  me. 

«  No,  Jim  Turbine,"  he  said.  «  Pll  have  nothing  to 
do  with  it.    You  must  bring  that   yourself   later  on." 

I  thrust  it  in  his  hand  and  fled.  I  had  joy  of  it.  No 
man  ruled  me.    I  did  what  I  would. 


CHAPTER  XXIX 
H«».  BTjo  znass  heb  boabdeb 

A.  the  doctor  approached  the  house  the  sordid  poverty 
of  ita  surroundings  struck  him  as  it  had  not  done  d 
fore,  when  he  had  a  blissful  hope  in  his  heart. 

The  romance  was  not  for  hin,.    The  fences  were  no 
longer  picturesque;  thej  were  distressful  .and  broken 

hoT  'k      r.*!!*'!^ '  "^  *'  "**'•'  ^""^  -"«»  "^  *e  whole 
house  br«tthed  destitution  and  decay.     Pausing  for  a 

moment,  he  heard  steps  behind  him,  and  turned  to  sen 
Mrs.  Byjo. 

«  What! »  said  she,  grasping  his  hand  in  cordial  sur- 
prise, wmd  holding  it  with  fraternal  loyalty.  "What" 
■By  Jo — my  boarder ! " 

"So  you  did  not  know  that  I  was  expected?"  he 
answered,  acknowledging  with  a  genial  smile  the  wel- 
come beaming  upon  him  through  her  spectacles,  while 
she  seemed  manly  unconscious  that  his  hand  was  still 
clasped  m  her  own  hard  pahn. 

"I  sighted  the  event,  yes,"  said  Mrs.  Byjo;  "but 
not  quite  so  near.  The  Lord  has  sent  ye  in  the  nick  o> 
time.^  Doctor,  Pve  got  a  story  to  tell  ye.    Rob',  done 

So  I  have  heard." 
''  «Vho  told  ye?  " 

"  Jim  Turbine.    In  fact,  he  sent  for  me  " 
"He  did   did  he?  »     She  dropped  his  hand  in  her 
dismterested  joy.    «  By  Jo,  Jim's  done  well." 
sw 
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«  Who  is  doing  weU  by  nut  "  the  doctoi  blurted  out 
whimsically. 

Mrs.  Byjo  studied  him  without  comprehension.  Her 
own  life  of  complete  self-sacrifice  had  not  acquainted 
her  with  many  habits  of  personal  choice  or  ambition. 
The  simple  bewilderment  on  her  face  cut  the  doctor's 
spirit  of  badinage  to  the  quick. 

"  No  wonder  Rob  has  done  well,"  he  subjoined;  «  no 
wonder  Jim  has  done  weU.  If  you  would  only  have 
adopted  me  at  Power  Lot  I  might  have  done  well,  too. 
You  were  always  kind  to  me,  but  you  would  not  make 
me  one  of  your  own,  you    now." 

«  No,"  said  she,  «  you  m  er  asked  me,  and  I  shouldn't 
if  ye  had.  My  family  was  such— next  thing  to  loyal— 
there  was  very  few  fit  for  me  to  mate  with,  even  if  I'd 
had  the  mind." 

Her  eyes  twinkled  humorously  behind  her  glasses. 
Nevertheless  her  st-aight  KtUe  figure  was  as  actually 
commanding  as  it  was  grotesque. 
^^  « WeU,"  he  sighed,  foUowing  her  lead  with  interest, 
that  18  a  p,ty.  I  can  assure  you  the  magnet  that  drew 
me  back  here  was  strong." 

"I  know  it  was,"  she  declared  seriously;  and  her 
round  face  sobered.  «  I  know  that.  The  magnet  that 
drew  ye  was  the  hope  of  freeing  Rob  and  Mary  and 
starting  'em  off  happy  together;  and  I  bet  on  ye, 
doctor.  I  bet  on  ye,  by  Jo!  I  bet  my  cattle  and  cart 
on  ye!  I  bet  my  house  and  bam  on  ye!  I  bet  my 
potato  crop,  and  my  livin'  soul  rn  ye !  Your  name  may 
not  be  m  the  heraldry,  or  it  may  be— I  don't  know  as  to 
that— but  for  honest,  straightforward  doing  of  your 
part  m  the  sight  of  God,  you  come  next  to  the  Staf- 
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.ord.      WeU."   .he   added   blithely,   "your   old   room 

&h  11  be  f ned  jwt  to  suit  ye  after  ye've  been  over  to 
.ee  the  folk..  Quit  'em  a.  .oon  a,  ye  can,  and  come 
round  where  thmg.  are  .en.ible." 

She  turned  toward  her  own  house.  The  doctor 
watched  her.  Never  between  heaven  and  earth  had  he 
•een  go  assertive  and  .elf -confident  a  gait. 

"  Th^e;  a  thorough  antidote  for  all  sclf-commu- 

nmgs,     he  commented  admiringly  on  her  retreating 

figure     He  rather  hoped  not  to  meet  Rob   ju.t  yet, 

when  he  entered  the  Stingaree  house.    The  young  man 

whom  he  had  saved  had.  though  innocently,  defrauded 

him  m  return  of  something  dearer  than  hi.  possesions. 

dearer  ahnost  than  life  itself;  and,  for  a  weak  imitant 

on^y    he  dreaded  to  meet  that  engaging  sumiy  face. 

He  had  his  wi.h.     Rob  wa.  farther  down  the  bluffs, 

pasturmg  half-a-dozen  sheep  which,  while  his  arm  was 

Bbll  m  shng.  he  had  purchased  as  a  hmnble  acccory  to 

his  dream,  of  accumulatmg  wealth. 

Mary,  alone,  too  full  of  anxirty  to  be  able  to  con- 
centrate her  unoccupied  moment,  on  a  book,  had  been 
rummaging  about  the  old  hou.e.  dusting  and  rearrang- 
mg,  lookmg  over  the  few  remaining  possessions  of  her 
own  from  a  wardrobe  that  had  once  been  dainty  and 
complete.  •' 

Her  constant  thought  wa.  that  Bate  might  come  in, 
surly  and  ashamed;  so  she  conceived  the  idea  of  dress- 
ing girhshly  in  white,  with  ribbons  at  waist  and  throat  • 
taking  him  off  guard  and  keeping  him  by  a  manner  of 
assumed  festivity  and  utter  obIi.-ion  to  his  past;  meet- 
ing lum  with  smiles  and  cheer  and  welcome. 
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"  So  that  he  wiU  not  feel  that  there  i«  mj  reproach 
toward  him,  nor  be  afraid— and  not  think  roe  old  and 
sad.  For  I  am  young,  reaUy,"  ihe  murmured.  "  If  I 
could  only  move  him-^f  I  could  get  him  to  take  me 
•way  before  Rob  brings  »«r  to  the  hill  to  live;  for  I 
cannot  bear  that.  If  I  could  go  away  with  Bate,  and 
save  him,  and  care  for  him.    He  may  come  to-night" 

As  a  sudden  fulfillment  to  her  hope  and  purpose  she 
heard  a  man's  step  on  the  porch ;  and— it  was  not  Rob's, 
she  knew— therefore,  it  must  be  Bate's.  She  went  to 
meet  him  with  an  eager  smile. 

Doctor  Margate  was  well  convinced  in  that  instant 
that  Mary  Stingaree,  at  least,  had  not  expected  him. 
She  stood  as  tho-igh  some  blow  had  smitten  her,  as 
frightened  and  appealing  as  any  sweet  human  lass  clad 
all  in  white. 

"  Doctor  Margate— what  is  the  matter?  "  she  cried, 
and  then,  "  Where  is  Rob?  " 

"  Yonder,"  repUed  the  doctor,  pointing  to  where  in 
the  distance  Rob  had  just  stopped  at  the  aAanced  Mrs. 
Treet's  door  for  a  chat  on  his  way  home.  He  drew  her 
to  a  chair.  Her  weakness  seemed  the  greater  for  the 
years  wherein  she  had  stood  so  firmly  to  her  ideals  of 
duty  and  devotion.  Her  girlish  faintness  and  silence, 
the  dark,  troubled  eyes  lifted  to  him  with  question  and 
appeal,  bade  him  still  again  the  tumult  in  his  own  heart. 
"  My  dear,"  said  he,  strangely,  guardedly,  not  touch- 
mg  her;  «  Rob  has  won  your  heart,  and,  since  he  has 
done  that,  the  days  of  poverty  and  struggle  and  social 
ostracism  are  over  for  you  both.  You  shall  take  your 
proper  place.  That  is  why  I  have  come.  To  Uke  you 
and  Rob  away." 
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"Rob  i«  bound,"  Mid  Mary,  the  old  purpose  and 
reMhe  ihowing  bleakly,  but  true,  in  her  beautiful  eye.. 
"  Rob  is  bound.    You  do  not  remember." 

"  He  ii  bound  home,  with  you.  The  marriage  be- 
tween him  and  Cuby  Tee-bo  was  simply  a  farce. 
Neither  legally  nor  morally  is  it  binding.  Moreover, 
James  Turbine  is  going  to  marry  the  girl  and  take 
her  away  out  of  harm's  way." 
"Jiml" 

"  Let  me  tell  you.  I  am  going  to  tefl  you  all.  It  is 
best.  Your  brother  is  insane  in  his  excesses.  He- 
attempted  to  kill  Rob— at  some  quarry.  He  stole  his 
money,  though  compeUed  afterwards  to  return  that. 
He  is  hanging  about  now,  with  someone  to  share  his 
orgy,  at  the  old  •  Spook  House,'  with  the  intention  of 
doing  further  harm.  Put  him  into  my  hands.  If 
aught  in  this  world  can  help  him— he  will  be  helped. 
Let  me  have  that  in  charge.  Some  part  of  your  life 
I  crave;  dear  girl,  let  that  be  my  portion  of  your 
family  life."  ' 

There  was  no  scorn  on  the  great  man's  lips.  Mary 
stretched  out  her  hands  as  one  faUing  clutches  at  some 
support.  The  doctor  did  not  take  her  hands,  though 
his  words  were  inexpressibly  tender  in  tone. 

"You  must  bear  bravely  stiU  the  trial  of  this 
brother's  life,"  he  said.  "But  you  must  be  true  to 
others  as  weU.  You  must  be  true  to  Rob.  If  you  or 
he  StiU  have  any  doubt  as  to  your  duty  or  your  abso- 
lute freedom,  why,  I  understand  "—the  doctor  smiled 
— "  that  the  fact  that  the  marriage  was  a  farce  is  so 
admitted  and  set  down  in  black  and  white  in  a  paper 
which  James  Turbine  obtained  and  secured,  and  gave 
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me  to  hMd  to  Rob.    I  h«ve  it  ult.    But  I  .hidl  •« 
th»t  C.pt«ii  Turbine  girei  it  to  the  joyful  Rob,  him- 
•elf;  for  I  fwcy  tUt  he  took  heroic  meMure.  to 
obtftin  it" 
"Jim!" 

When  they  were  in  rtref  •  of  thought,  or  had  nothing 
ebe  to  My.  they  put  the  burden  of  speech  off  on  to  that 
ea«y-gpoken,  brief  name— they  jurt  said  "Jim." 

"For  no  other^  woman  "—the  tender  smile  on  the 
doctor-,  face  grew  whimsical—"  could  I  have  returned 
ttat  fine  young  rascal  so  quickly  to  his  inheritwice. 
With  you,  I  am  not  afraid.  He  did  weD  for  himself, 
indeed,  when  he  won  your  heart.  He  will  be  here  M>on. 
You  are  very  sweet  to-night,  and  beautiful,  troubled, 
glad,  helpless,  soft,  and  young.  You  would  rive  the 
heart  of  any  man— who  loved  you.  Do  not  tease  Rob. 
Your  eyes  melt  the  soul  of  a  man,  and  bewilder  him- 
any  man  who  loved  you.  And  as  for  Rob,  they  lay 
he  worships  you." 

He  did  not  turn  to  her  again.  « I  am  going  to  my 
good  friend  Mrs.  Byjo."  he  said.  "When  I  see  you 
•gain  you  and  Rob  must  have  your  plans  made,  or  I 
shall  have  to  carry  you  both  away  by  force." 

Mrs.  Byjo,  her  evening  work  done,  was  waiting  for 
her  "  boarder." 

"Well,"  said  the  doctor  cheerfully,  in  straight- 
forward Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  fashion,  «  Mary  and 
Hob  are  going  away  with  me,  to  be  married.  They 
will  have  the  means  to  live  in  royal  style,  my  good 
f  nend.  Captain  James  Turbine  will  be  marrying  Cuby 
and  roaming  away  with  her." 

Mrs.  Byjo  suddenly  sprang  forward  and  kissed  the 
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gwtle  though  diitinguiJied  gentleman.  He  ipeetMlet 
were  «»tt.rrf  with  th.  impetucity  of  the  unpact.  imd 
•he  aewched  for  them  without  en,b«rrM,ment,  ud  with 
joyful  tears  in  her  eyee,  the  doctor  aiding  her. 

I  th«ik  you  for  that  mark  of  your  approval-and 
condeecenaion.  Mr..  Stafford."  he  wid  yery  gr«»ely; 
-d^ed  gently.  «I-  :  that  ki..  a.  «u=id?  ^ 
W  I  wa«  young  and  handsome  and  rich,  which  I 
nerer  w...»  «id  Mr..  Byjo.  .ettling  her  restored 
gtawe.  on  her  pathetic  litUe  .nub  now,  "you'd  .eem 
hke  a  brother  to  mej  for  being  of  the  family  I  am. 
•ad  not  knowing  your.,  I  don't  imow  a.  I  could  con- 
sider any  closer  tie;  but  the  poor  old  woman  coukfa't 
help  giving  ye  a  nnack." 

« I  shaU  never  forget  that  I  hare  a  royal  sirter." 
rq,hed  «.*  doctor.  «who  has  given  me  a  token  of 
esteem  which  I  hold  forever  sacred." 
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Cu»T  could  tie  her  clothet  in  a  bundle.  She  could  wear 
her  Sunday  hat  tiU  the  fea  wind*  tore  and  the  fog. 
wilted  it.  That  woild  be  part  of  her  honeymoon.  Then 
the  would  go  cheerfuUy  back  to  the  old  felt  headgear. 
Life  wai  plain  and  ea»y  for  ui  to  laU  forth  unhampered. 
"  You  are  bold,"  my  bride-elect  commended  me,  with 
a  vain  toil  of  the  head ;  "  you  wait  not,  ycu  go  iweeft 
a»  the  wind.  But  Ma'y  Sting'ree  and  Rob,  they  go 
not  io  much  even  a«  a  leetle  way  with  u«?"  she  a«ked, 
anzioui  to  be  auured  on  that  point 

"  No,  another  boat  ii  engaged  to  take  them  to  Wal- 
deck,  and  then  they  wiU  go  by  the  .ailroad;  they  will 
go  back  to  a  life  you  and  I  know  nothing  about.  But 
you  and  I  will  Mil  where  we  will,  Cuby,  and  anchor 
where  we  will;  and  when  we  find  the  right  place— the 
place  that  suiti  u.— we'll  setUe  down  there  and  live  bv 
the  fishing."  ^ 

"  You  will  be  'appy  if  you  are  on  the  water  every 
day,  Jeem?  "  she  said  wistfully. 
That  went  to  my  heart. 

"We  will  be  happy  on  the  water  or  on  shore  at 
home ;  never  fear,  girl,"  said  I.  And  now  that  my  work 
wa^  about  done,  I  was  as  eager  as  she  to  get  out  to  sea. 
I  had  one  more  night  to  sleep  as  guard  in  the  shed  of 
the  Stmgaretf  house.     When  their  lights  went  out  up 


I      I 


ALL   IN   WHITE 


vrt 


jenStT  on  the  hill,  then  I  made  my  itealthjr  way  thither, 
knowing  that  Cuby  wai  lafe  by  the  RJTer.  B«U  and 
hi*  crony  would  not  trouble  her  until  they  had  tecured 
the  booty  the;  were  reckoning  on. 

There  wai  a  patient  ihow  that  lait  evening,  ai 
patient  ai  the  bear«.  After  an  un-theatered  hiatua  of 
months,  the  traveling  thowi  were  making  a  record  of 
unprecedented  frequency  along  the  River.  It  waa  a 
ventriloquist  this  time — a  ventriloquist  ^nd  sleight-of- 
•land  performer  in  one;  and  so  satanic  nnd  diabolical 
were  his  occult  powers  believed  to  be,  he  was  relegated 
to  the  basement  of  the  schoolhouse,  the  only  cover 
large  enough  to  hold  his  ready  audience.  Belcher  was 
there. 

The  patient  little  showman  waited  long  after  the  hour 
advertised  for  the  initial  dish  of  the  dark  feast  he  was 
to  give,  in  order  to  see  whether  some  of  the  many  face* 
leering  in  from  the  outside  of  the  uncurtained  windows 
would  pay  the  necessary  fee  for  an  entrance. 

"  See  here,"  Belcher's  voice  broke  the  silence,  "  you 
got  a  good-sized  audience  inside  here — all  the  chairs  11 
hold.  Go  ahead  with  your  fork-lightning  and  mU- 
peter." 

With  a  consenting  sigh  our  entertainer  seated  him- 
self on  a  deal  chair  in  the  center  of  the  platform,  • 
caricature  of  the  Irish  race  represented  in  the  doll 
which  he  held  on  his  right  knee,  while  on  the  other  knee 
he  supported  an  equally  exaggerated  type  of  dark  and 
unkempt  Africa.  ' 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  he  said,  « let  me  introduce 
t-  yow  Mr.  Maguire  and  Mr.  Johnsing,  who  will  now 
carry  en  a  mysterious  eoBTersation  together  without  the 
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aid  of  human  instruments.    As  you  observe  and  listen, 
you  wU  wonder  how  these  little  mechanical  devicea- 
lor  I  assure  you  these  are  nothing  but  ordinary  dolls- 
can  open  and  shut  their  mouths,  and  converse  in  in- 
teUigent  sounds  plainly  issuing  from  their  own  insides. 
U  anyone  m  my  audience  doubts  that  these  are  simply 
ordmary  doUs,  I  invite  him  to  come  to  the  platform 
and  examine  them   now,  for  they  have  sometimes  been 
interrupted  m  the  midst  of  an  interesting  conversation 
by  clamors  on  the  ,part  of  the  audience  maintaining 
that  they  were  not  dolls  at  all,  but  human  midgets  that 
I  was  palmmg  off  upon  them  as  miraculous  talkers. 
Won  d    anyone    like   to    come    up    and    examine   the 
dolls  r  " 

A  crude  and  credulous  being  from  the  rear  of  the 
house  wended  his  way  to  the  platform  and  inspected 
carefuUy  the  objects  on  the  performer's  lap. 

"Them's  dolls,"  he  reassured  the  audience  with  . 
gnn,  and  went  lumberingly  back  to  his  seat  by  the 
water  pail.  ' 

"You  hear,"  said  the  showman,  "these  are  none 
other  than  ordinary  dolls.     Now 

rj J**!  *"^  °'  **"  ^^^  *°  y*^'  ^"'»'~-  W'ofs  af ther 
putfa^  the  kink  in  yer  hair,  eh? ' "  the  mouth  of  the 
Irish  doU,  as  presumable  authority  for  this  rude  speech, 
opened  and  shut  with  the  automatic  regularity  of  a 
p.ston  rod;  and  a  shout  of  glee  went  up  from  some 
small  untraveled  boys,  for  whom  the  present  occasion 
contained  every  element  of  vivid  excitement. 

"'Min'  yo'  business,  Paddy.  My  ha'r-s  aU  right. 
Say.  do  every'body  in  Cork  have  ears  de  size  o' 
youm?"* 
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"  The  nigger-doll's  mouth  ain't  workin*,»  protested 
one  of  the  smaU  boys,  in  a  loud  cry  of  bitter  chagrin. 

The  magician  blushed  with  an  active  emotion,  as  of 
an  old  pain  revived,  and,  working  vigorously  at  the 
crank  concealed  in  Sambo's  back,  he  bent  his  head  to 
observe  whether  the  lips  of  the  recalcitrant  one  moved 
m  becoming  accord;  but  that  thick  orifice  remained 
obstinately  shut.     With  a  deep  sigh  he  laid  the  Irish 
orator  on  the  floor,  and  placing  Africa  face  downwards 
across  his  knees  he  gave  his  entire  attention  to  read- 
justmg  the  springs  which  so  fataUy  controlled  the 
vocal  organs  of  this  dark  subject     Again  and  again 
he  essayed  to  compel  issuance  of  speech,  but  though 
bold  verbal  assault  and  caustic  rib  ;iry  possessed  the 
African  from  head  to  toe,  the  mouth  necessary  to  con- 
firm these  emotions  remained  shut  with  the  tenacity  of  a 
sprung  trap. 

"Want  a  screwdriver?"  volunteered  Belcher,  oblig- 
ingly making  his  way  to  the  platform.  « I  always 
carry  one  in  my  pocket,  and  I  worked  in  a  machine-shop 
a  speD,  once.  We'll  make  Sambo  open  his  mouth,  'r 
know  the  reason  why.  Nobody  ain't  got  no  right  ter 
deliver  themselves  o'  sech  a  mess  o'  sass  as  that  with 
their  mouth  shet" 

While  Belcher,  with  the  sweat  streaming  from  his 
brow— for  the  room  was  close  and  hot— was  thus 
studiously  repairing  the  first  number  of  the  perform- 
er's subtle  programme,  the  flock  who  had  been  gapirg 
in  through  the  windows  flowed  noiselessly  in  and  dis- 
posed themselves  in  good  form  among  the  worthier  and 
legitimately  registered  guests. 

But  though  his  back  was  turned  in  anxious  con- 
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tempktion  of  Belcher's  bWD,  the  showman  wu  enUrely 
coMciong  of  this  act  of  piracy.  He  <  k  his  coDect- 
ing^sh  from  among  the  other  resouices  and  para- 
phemaKa  of  his  inscrutable  art,  and  proceeded  to  pass 
it  among  the  newcomers. 

"No,  thank  ye,"  polite),  observed  the  first  pirate 
mto  whose  face  the  dish  was  suggestivdy  thrust.  « I 
won't  take  anything.  I  had  my  supper  jest  before  I 
left  home." 

"  This,"  explained  the  magician,  « is  my  dish  for 
collecting  entrance  fees." 

The  courteous  pirate  put  his  hand  to  his  ear  and 
leaned  forward  smilingly.  «  Thank  ye,  jest  the  same," 
he  repeated.  «I  won't  take  anything.  I  had  my 
supper." 

The  faint  artist  continued  to  wander,  holding  out 
his  dish  in  the  hope  of  finding  truth  and  some  more 
substantial  spoils,  until  interrupted  by  Belcher,  under 
whose  manipulation  Sambo's  mouth  was  now  opening 
to  the  utmost  limit  and  shutting  regularly  with  the  loud 
precision  of  a  com-sheller. 

"  Oh,  let  'em  alone,  and  come  up  here  and  play  out 
some  more  o»  yer  biU,"  said  the  good-natured  I  Icher, 
resuming  his  unofficial  seat  among  the  audience.  "  AD 
on  us  that  paid  could  git  our  money  back  ef  we  wanted 
to,  'cause  you  advertised  them  dolls  ter  Ulk  without 
aid  o'  human  instruments.  A  screw-driver's  a  human 
instrument,  ain't  it?  An'  it's  me  an'  my  screw-driver 
has  geared  up  Sambo,  thar',  into  yawpin'  trim  agin. 
But  we  don't  want  our  money  back.  Ye're  a-doin'  weU. 
Ye're  a-doin'  first-rate.  The  show  ain't  what  it  ad- 
vertised ter  be,  but  it's  a  dum  sight  better.    'Xceptin' 
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when  iome  special  number— like  Sambo  thar*— needs 
reguUto.'.  it's  the  restfullest  thing  I  ever  went  to. 
Let  the  boys  alone,  Beelzebub;  git  up  onto  the  plat- 
form; turu  on  yer  fireworks  agin;  make  yer  dynamite 
rattle  now." 

Inspired  ,y  this  pyrotechnic  utterance,  the  disheart- 
«.ed  craftsman  reseated  himself  and  worked  Sambo  and 
Paddy  to  such  facetious  measures,  including  several 
songs,  that  a  round  of  applause  foUowed.    Misled  by 
this  ^erous  encouragement,  the  dialogue  stretched 
on  and  on  mto  such  overbearing  proportions  of  time 
that  the  pirates  rose  wearily  at  last  and  stalked  boldly 
forth  into  the  outer  elements,  where  they  languidly  r^ 
Bumed  their  old  post  of  observation  at  the  windows. 
They  were  jomed  by  a  number,  who,  though  legi 
matdy  entitled  to  the  luxury  of  the  interior,  were  ^- 
mg  to  forego  their  privilege  for  the  sake  of  the  clearer 
atmosphere  outside;  among  these  Cuby  and  I  stood 
near  a  window  which  had  been  opened  several  inches  by 
an  unscrupulous  pirate  resolved  to  hear  as  wefl  as  see 
Our  cheeks  were  wet  with  t-ars  of  laughter;    and 
we  were   to   sail   next   day,    Ae   Lord   knew   where; 
and  there  was  a  suspicion  of  tragedy  in  the  air.    And 
what  there  had  been  to  laugh  at,  I  could  not  have  told 
If  brought  to  any  analysis  of  it,  but  we  had  laughed 
the  vei7  richness  of  spontaneous  mirth.     Maybe    it 
was  Belcher's  face,  magisterially  grave  and  observant 
of  proceedings  on  the  stage,  or  it  may  have  been  the 
many  unrelated  incidents  among  the  audience,  which 
made  that  body  a  far  Uvelier  theater  of  action  than  the 
recognized  platform. 

I  sobered,  as  the  free  wind  struck  my  face  again,  and 
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looked  off  toward  the  hill.    The  lighU  were  itill  burn- 
ing brightly  there. 

"  When  the  light*  go  out  I  must  see  you  home  and 
then  go  up  yonder  to  my  watch,  Cuby,"  I  said. 

"  All  right,  Jeem,"  replied  my  fearless  little  maiden. 
The  unknown  future  held  only  the  joy  of  release  and 
of  all  possible  adventure  to  her. 

We  heard  Belcher's  voice,  so  dominant  that  it  pealed 
out  roundly  through  the  open  window: 

"It's  wonderful,  Beeliebub.  The  way  you  make 
them  dolls  talk  without  no  human  agency  is  a  mystery 
to  me,  anyhow.  But  now  the  hour  is  waxin'  kind  o' 
late,  suppose  you  pass  on  to  the  next  flgger  in  the  pro- 
gramme. Put  in  some  sulphur  this  time,  Beelzebub ;  we're 
gittin'  a  mite  sleepy." 

The  showman  rose  obediently,  laid  aside  his  dolls, 
and  advanced  to  the  front  of  the  platform  with  a  bow, 
as  a  preface  to  the  next  act. 

"I  will  now,"  he  said,  "to  your  astonishment,  take 
from  the  neck  of  anyone  in  the  audience  whom  you 
may  name  and  choose  to  point  out  to  me  for  the  act,  a 
live  goose.  Positively,  a  live  goose.  You  wiU  be  at 
Kberty  to  inspect  and  handle  the  same  after  I  have 
brought  it  to  light,  in  order  to  assure  yourselves  that 
it  is  indeed  an  ordinary  bird  of  the  species  known  to 
man,  such  as  we  are  all  accustomed  to,  though  ite 
mysterious  and  unaccountable  appearance  from  the 
neck  of  anyone  you  may  menticn  in  the  audience  has 
never  yet  been  explained  by  any  known  laws  of  science." 
With  another  bow  he  retreated  *o  the  dim  comer 
near  a  loose-geared  end  window  where  his  few  stage 
trappings  lay  pUed.     He  was  evidently  rummaging. 
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and  M  the  ,earch  continued,  it  was  felt  that  some  blight 
had  already  faUen  upon  the  proposed  miracle.  The 
magican  suddenly  rushed  to  the  front  of  the  stage  in 
a  panic.  " 

"My  goose  is  gone,"  he  cried  accusingly.     "Who 
has  stolen  my  goose?  " 

«  Where'd  you  keep  him?  "  inquired  Belcher, 
ton    f  ''  '■"*''~^  "'"1"  ">y  t«We.    A  blanket  lay  on 

"Is  yer  accordian  gone?" 
"No." 

«  Wal',  you  pky  something  for  the  folks  on  yer  ac- 
cordaan.  and  I'U  find  yer  goose  for  ye."  said  /elcher, 
nsmg.    He  strolled  out  among  the  pirates  familiarly. 
Look-a  here,  you  cubs."  he  accosted  them,  "you 
hand  over  poor  Beelzebub's  goose.    Poor  leetle  creetur', 
he  only  charged  five  cents  admission,  an'  it's  a  dum 
sight  funnier  'n  the  real  thing.     An'  you  didn't  pay 
nothm'.     Poor  leetle  cuss,  he  ain't  got  no  gift  for 
^at  he's  undertook  ter  do.  but  I'm  goin'  tef  advise 
hm,   kind  and  gentle   by  '„  by   ter  quit  jugglery   an' 
sjal  a  hymnbook  off  somebody  wh»  Va^Tloo^, 
an  go  off  's  one  o'  these  'ere  furrin  missionaries.    Now 
you  hand  me  over  that  goose,  an'  watch  through  the 
winder,  an'  see  Beelzebub  haul  him  outer  Towse  Dud- 
hfX  '"^^'°^'-     Sport's  been  kind  o'  mild  so  fur, 
but  the  wmd's  go'n'  ter  breeze  afore  we  git  through. 
Gi'  me  that  goose."  i^ruugn. 

A  torpid  bird  of  that  description  was  held  out  to 

troutl!!;  r       r'"'  ''  "^^  ''*"™«»  *°  ^^e  scene  of 
troubled  legerdemain.     As  the  showman  saw  him  a^ 
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proaching  with  the  prize  he  chimged  a  plaintive  render- 
ing of  «  Annie  Laurie »  into  the  jubilant  strains  of 
"  Marching  Through  Gcoigia." 

But  we  did  not  stay  to  witness  the  fuMUment  of 
Belcher's  prophecy;  the  night  had  worn  on,  the  lights 
were  out  away  off  on  the  hilL 

"  It  was  a  patient  show,"  I  observed  to  Cuby,  con- 
ducting her  home;  "the  poor  fellow  was  patient,  and 
he  had  a  gift  of  language." 

"Capataine  Belyher  could  do  a  more  bettaire  show 
than  heem,"  said  Caby.  She  would  have  regretted 
deeply  leaving  the  sprightly  scene  at  this  inconclusive 
hour,  had  not  her  mind  been  fuD  of  the  supreme  ad- 
venture on  which  we  were  to  embark  on  the  morrow. 

I  kissed  her   good-night,   and   turned  to  my   long 
tramp  towards  the  steeps,  and  up  them,  to  fulfill  my  last 
watch  in  Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us.     The  moon  was 
almost  at  its  fuU,  and  the  brooding  of  it  over  ocean, 
hill   and  plain  was  hke  a  voice  falling  infinitely  peace- 
ful and  tender— one  knew  not  from  where.     It  was 
more  than  moonlight   on  the  quiet  earth;    it  was  a 
plain  speaking,  though  I  knew  not  the  language  of  it. 
Down   below,   they   opened   aU   the   windows   where 
the  show  was  in  progress,  therefore  I  heard;   the  ma- 
gician had  struck  up  an  air,  the  sweet  old  melody  of 
which  reached  me  faintly  in  the  distance,  "Nearer, 
My  God,  to  Thee."     The.  faint,  far  echo  of  that  strain 
was  like  a  pervading  spirit,  consonant  with  the  moon- 
hght,  flooding  with  compassion  all  poor  human  jug- 
glery and  endeavor,  even  as  the  moon  flooded  the  earth 
with  tender  glory. 

I  don't  know  what  God  has  got  for  a  man  up  yonder 


ALL   IN   WHIIE  885 

to  put  by,  since  the  voice  that  he  hears    les.  H,»„ 

"o  bi  l«  1^1. "  "i""""*  -"^^^'^  °^  j-t«.  -  -b- 

wh»n    /  ^'  '"""'''''•  *'"'*  ^««  °n  my  heart- 

to  ™r«^  '  ""''''"  °^  **"'"  «d  agony  came 

to_  me,  piercg  my  very  soul.     I  W  it  for  M«;. 

to  'thTbS^HetT  ?'  '^  V  °'  "  """  «^-«  »-" 
him  out   i;    ^**"''"*'°»'  ''''ft  -^d  "ure.  should  find 

r/-:r-  — --^echJri-ro';^^ 

int'li^^Z^r'  °:  ?!  ''•«"•'  s^'"--"^  -d  writh- 

wW;h  sh7^  J^    ^P''^'  ^'''°*'°«'  ^^  *^^  ''^"dow  from 
wiuch  she  had  screamed  for  aid 

"Jim's  dead,  too,"  raved  Bate,  shriveling  white  be- 
fore „  ^^^__^^^  ^^^^  g^   lut^b. 

^-.^^.  -;ou.e^a7o:sCatdr7 

m;;  t,?irs°:'^  "'"'^  alive.  Lp.-X! 
oTj-.^r---"'^^^^^^^^ 


¥■ 


! 
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I  Kfted  Mary.  It  wrung  my  heart  to  sec  the  poor 
white  dress,  in  which  she  had  been  so  happy  and  girlish 
a  little  while  before— she,  to  whom  so  little  happiness 
had  come,  whose  cup  had  ever  been  turned  to  bitterness. 
I  lifted  her  and  carried  her  outside;  and  as  the  strong 
wind  smote  her  face,  she  gasped  once  and  again,  and 
opened  her  great,  desolate,  dark  eyes  and  knew  me. 

"  Jmi,"  she  said,  and  seized  my  hand  convulsively, 
as  though  shp  feared  that  I  would  move  from  her  side. 
"Why,  yes,  it>  old  Jim,"  I  soothed  her.     "It's 
old  Jim,  sure,  in  the  flesh." 

Leaning  heavily  on  my  arm,  so  that  I  ahnost  '•wried 
her,  as  soon  as  she  was  able  she  drew  me  back  into  the 
church. 

"Bate,"  she  gasped;  "Bate,"  and  pointed  pitifully 
to  where  he  lay.     Bate's  writhing  had  ceased. 

"  It  was  I  frightened  him,"  she  gasped.  "  I  never 
dreamed — I  wanted  to  see  him — I  never  dreamed  he 
was  so— ill— I  never  thought  of  the  white  dress.  Look, 
he  is  not  dead?  My  poor  brother !  My  poor  brother ! " 
I  did  not  know.  "He  is  asleep,"  I  said;  "  in  a 
drunken  sleep.  Come!  I  must  take  you  home,  and 
bring  help." 

On  the  way,  still  hanging  weakly,  faintly,  to  my  arm, 
she  told  me: 

"I  put  the  lights  out  in  the  house  when  Virginia 
had  gone  to  sleep.  Rob  was  asleep  upstairs.  I  crept 
out.  I,  to  be  so  happy — and  my  brother  wretched  and 
forsaken.  I  meant  to  find  him — to  plead  with  him 
once  more— ^  talk  over  with  him  what  he  should  do. 
I  was  not  afraid.  I  did  not  think  about  my  white  dress 
— nor  the  strangeness  of  my  going  in  the  night,  alone 
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-nor  the  n««  of  the  old  church,  that  it  wu  haunted. 
I  only  felt  that  I  must  lee  him. 

"  0"~  Jf  °«.  he  h«l  hid  there.  I  knew  that  he  w., 
there-Md  I  went.  There  wm  another  man  with  him. 
The  door  w«  not  locked.  I  opened  it  and  went  in. 
They  were  le«.u,g  together  at  the  window  toward 
the  .teep  road  watching.  Bate  turned  and  .aw  me. 
and  threw  up  h,.  arm.  and  fell.  The  other  leaped  from 
the  wmdow  and  ran.  When  I  ,aw  Bate",  face-and 
hi.  groyehng  and  writhing-a,  if  he  were  hurt^-and 
gone  msane — ^I  screamed." 

I  left  Maiy  at  the  house  with  Mr..  Stafford,  awak- 
ened and  I  roused  Rob.  Together  we  went  back  to 
the  church.    Bate  ky  quiet  on  the  floor. 

That  dcperate,  wild,  sodden  heart  wa.  steeped  at 
last  m  the  rest  that  waketh  not  to  earth.  Together 
we  earned  him  home— Rob  and  L 

Mary  lay  on  the  couch  with  Mrs.  Stafford's  friendly 
•rm  about  her.  Her  eyes  questioned  me  with  only 
fear  and  horror  in  their  depths. 

"We  have  brought  him  home,"  I  said,  "and  God 
ha.  brought  him  home.     What  do  you  think,"  I  .aid 
sharply  and  sternly,  for  she  would  have  fainted  again, 
have  you  hved  up  here,  looking  off  on  the  sea  from 
Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  so  long,  not  to  remember 
ever  that  the  Great  Deep  is  infinite?" 
Her  eyes,  fastened  upon  me,  besought  me. 
"He  was  bom,"  I  said.  «  weak  and  infirm  of  nature 
-with  what  defect,  God  know,  who  ha.  taken  him- 
Jias  Uken  him  home,  I  say.     And  it  is  well.     You  are 
no  true  hearts  that  would  say  otherwise.     By  the  look 
on  h«  poor  face,  he  too  was  bom  again    even  in  the 


r  w, 
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moniMt  of  hii  pMMng.    Why  not?    Do  not  w«l  wd 
weep,  .1  ,f  you  and  we  alone  had  the  iniight  of  God*, 
iong  plani  and  the  monopoly  of  Hii  mercy." 
•^  Jim,"  she  gaiped,  appealing,  « I-bhwne-n,Ti«lf.» 
You  are  weak  then,  Mary.     You  went  to  him  at  a 
tart  brave  impulw  in  a  long  drill  of  unrequited  for- 
bearance and  devotion.     It  would  have  been  the  .ame. 
He  would     only  have  worked  further  ill  here.     It  i, 
wen.     But  you  are  only  faithle..  and  unloving,  weak 
«nd  frightened,  in  the  thoughU  you  have  toward  him 
now— and  that  ia  n«t  Kke  you." 

The  hope  and  color  of  the  living  had  come  b^\  a 
httle  famtly  to  her  face,  and  .he  wa.  resting  now 
upon  Rob',  .trong  arm;  but  her  hand  .he  lifted  up 
«nd  placed  m  mine. 

you'  lid?'"  ""'  •""•  •"'■"'    ''°"  '""'""'  *^°"  ^"'^ 
"Aye,  I  believe  them  with  all  my  .oul." 
"No,  but  hold  my  hand  a  little,  Jim,"  .he  .aid,  J- 
most  fretfully.    «  I  am  .o  tired." 

Rob  did  not  begrudge  me  that.  She  clo«rf  her  poor, 
f«»r-tortured  eye.,  and  .ank  at  la.t  into  .  br.ed 
.leep.  Slowly  then  not  to  waken  her,  though  I  knew 
that  never  on  earth  .hould  I  look  into  the  depth,  of 
her  eye.  again-I  unloo«d  the  thin,  .weet  hand,  the 
dear,  dear  hand  that  clung  to  mine. 

"I  "m  making  away  to-morrow,  Rob,"  I  .aid.  « It 
u  clear  .ailing  for  you  „ow.  You  will  delay  your 
going  a  day  or  two,  but  not  longer.  It  i.  all  arranged 
about  the  boat  that  wiU  hake  you  over.     Let  Belch^ 

Sl^'s    !!!,\^  tf  ''^'  ^°"  "^  •««'  ■*.  ««t  " 

all.     So— good-by,  old  man." 


Mk'^' 
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"J^'  Sr"J:  '^^'  '°"'"^«  ■»•  *°  *•»  '•"on 
h«  mouth  m«J.  .ou„dle«  motion,  like  .  .tutte.^r'r 

r  If'^tr!'^ r    ^*  P"*  ^  •""  •"-"d  -"y  neck. 

I  cught  the  ,o«„d  of  •  Mb  that  «emed  to  tel-  the 
.trong  felW.  heart,  and  I  tore  my.df  from  him  «.d 
daihed  awaj  to  the  River.  "«»  ana 
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CiriT  had  not  made  too  languine  a  promiw;  .he  wai 
a  good  lailor,  indeed.  So  we  crui.ed  far,  making  a 
•trange  port  now  and  then,  until  at  lut  we  anchored 
by  the  litUo  fl.hing  luunlet  which  we  have  known  for 
home  ever  .ince,  and  which  we  knew  for  home  aa  toon 
a»  erer  we  had  entered  it. 

In  certain  .tomu,  in  certain  great  windi,  the  i..--' 
knockf  even  at  our  door.  If  we  are  content  with  our 
nett  by  the  cliff.— .tiU,  we  know  the  way  of  the  voy- 
ager that  reckons  on  no  long  abiding.  It  is  hi*  call- 
mg,  never  forgotten  of  his  soul— the  calling  of  the 
voyager.  Though  he  was  content  in  his  dwelling  by  the 
shore,  and  cruised  not  far  any  more— as  once  he  did 
—but  watched  the  tides  and  hauled  his  neU,  and  dwelt 
at  peace  with  children  and  wife,  and  aU  the  souls  about 
hun;  still,  ever  the  calling  of  the  sea  is  upon  him,  and 
them. 

It  is  but  nature,  and  nature  is  but  God;  and  non^ 
shaU  lose  his  way  in  the  wildest  night,  clinging  by 
wreck  or  spar— none  shaU  lose  his  way.  This  is  the 
knowledge  of  the  voyager. 

It  was  five  years  after  Cuby  and  I  had  sailed  away 
from  Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  and  the  River.  It 
happened  strangely.  Two  miles  farther  down  the  shore 
there  u  a  little  colony  of  "summer  cottages"  and  a 
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fa.  mn  for  tr.rd,r..  who-  li/,  J.  „  ^„t,  from  our. 

«d  cloth«.  Uuu,  .„y  I  h«l  ever  dre.™«l  of  wearing 
Ud  brought  the  money  to  me  in  the  kitchen.  I  he.^! 
ib^«hm«  .nd  .lewing  'round  to  the  porch,  one  of  thol 
J«d  c«rug..  th.t  ty  over  country  without  hor.e.. 

kL  J  !!  •'*^  **  '"■*  'P'««*^'*  contraption  of  if 
kind,  and  in  it  .at— Rob  Hilton. 

broadcloth,  not  knowing  what  I  «ud. 

.„!  t^'"  ^/  *^  '"""'  "'  "''*°°"  ^  "Pli^J.  «  Him 
^e.l      V    '!!r\''"*  "'«•"  '^'''  *»•«'  -'«''-•     Big 

cLdTyWr  ^'"•™«  "-  --*'^-  ^-  Peopie. 
I  >  «de  my  way  home.  I  wid  nothing  to  Cuby.  who 
^pt  a.  .^dly  a.  our  boy.  even  befo«  the  t'rfat. 
h«l  wdl  .ettled  down.  But  when  I  thought  that  Rob 
wodd  have  fi„i.hed  hi,  dinner  and  might  po..ibly*^ 
.trolhng  about  the  *ore  near  the  inn^with'li,  ^"^ 
I  made  my  way  over  there  again.  I  .tood  out  of  .fght 
m  the  lee  of  an  old  black  hulk  that  had  been  wrecked 
«.d  thrown  up  tl.ere  long  ago,  watching 

ITiere  were  many  people  on  the  piazza,  of  the  inn. 
Rob  wa.  not  among  tho,e  people,  nor  Mary 

-.„r;t:::rfhadTw/^^^^^^^ 

.P^te  of  hope,  could  hardly  beliL  r^Z::  ^t  a^ 
^.t  a  b.g  figure  emerging  from  the  door,  loomed  up 
-nd  sauntered  slowly  down  along  the  .hore  toward 


HI 


il 
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the  old  vessel's  hulk.     I  sa.  the  glowing  .pa^k  of  his 

cigar  drawing  near  and  nearer. 

"Rob,"  I  said  softly  and  gladly ;   «  hello,  Rob ! » 
The  cigar  fell  from  his  lips,  scattering  its  sparks 

upon  ae  beach.     "Jim. ..  he  cried,  and  rulhed  tolar^ 
Zlu     ft  '^"''^hrown  hi,  arm  around  me  condescend- 

«hment  and  dehght  at  the  meeting,  I  should  have  hated 

nim.    But  he  was  always  Sob. 

"  Jim,"  said  he  of  the  child-heart,  standing  pale  and 

trembhng  with  a  visible  joy  before  me;  and  L  Tas 
the  way  he  spoke  to  me,  the  fisherman,  putting  me  above 
h^m  as  It  were,  and  not  beneath,  for  the  greatness  of 
his  heart ;  «  Jim,"  he  said,  smiling  the  old^smtS  Jy 
face,      I've  never  touched  a  drop  " 

^t.  God  Help  Us  seemed  to  blow  again  i„  „,y  f,ee, 
«d  there  agam  Rob  leaned  on  his  hoe,  in  faded  fcnnei 
.hart,  r^spondmg  eagerly  if  any  poor  denizen  of  the 
ph.ce  paused  to  talk  with  him  as  a  brother.     I  drew  him 

J^  ^^'  •.?""'  '  "■"  *°  ^'^^'^  ^'^  J^-  "^-"^I  like 
an  eternity  o£  joy. 

Mtreallvvou?    We  tried  and  tried  to  find 


.  ,  •'  •'— •      '"=  "icu  ana  tried  to 

trace  of  you,  Mary  and  I.     We  wanted  to  make 


ricL     We 

to  you,  that's  all ! 


you 


a«  going  to  do  it  now.     Why,  it  just  belcTigs 


'Ah 


by  the  work  of 


no!     No!    I  prefer  to  stand  where  I  do,  lad 


my  own  hands;   friendly,  on  the 


same 


Wd  and  a.  weU  off  in  the  world  „  ,„„;  xor  « 

wdl  with  you;  you   were  bom   to   it   and   know  „„„ 

to  carry  it.    But  for  me,  I  think  a  man  may  have  too 


as  you;  for  it  is  all 
how 
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much  to  carry,  .o  that  he  car^.t  .ail  free,  or  fear,  to 
h!m,  cr^»       '""'  "'''"  """^  *'"*  '^^'^  *°  ^*  ""»'='' 

Bob',  blue  eye.  caught  fire  in  the  night  a.  he  looked 
into  mine. 

"  ^*"'  ^e  are  sailing  free  too— Mary  and  I.  You 
thought  the  money  would  swallow  us!"  he  went  on. 
We  are  not  keeping  it,  Jim-not  using  it  for  our- 
selves. We've  started  colonies-we're  starting  one 
m  tins  territory-homes  for  people  to  work  the  land 
and  live  as  God  meant  people  to  live.  We  make  their 
home,  easy  to  earn.  And  in  the  city  "-he  plucked 
me  by  the  arm— his  wordj  came  fast—"  in  the  city 
Jim,  we  work  there  too   for  people.     We  work  all  the 

time.     You  ought  to  see  our  tenements.     Jim,  we  work 
— we  work." 

"Glory  be  to  God!"  I  said,  my  arm  on  his  shoulder. 
The  soul  of  the  voyager  was  his.  He  had  not  settled 
down  m  a  prison  of  gold  on  a  bed  of  down. 

«  ^T"^  ■  "  ^  '"'*'  "  '"'  "«  ^"yg""  ««U  together." 
Did  you  think,"  he  said,  «I  would  go  back  to 
any  sty,  after  my  view  off  Power  Lot?  It  would  be 
but  a  sty,  though  with  a  dozen  servants  to  order  it 
It  would  be  but  a  selfish  sty !  "  His  eyes  shon^oh,  but 
he  was  a  lusty  voyager,  ready  for  the  storm,  ready  for 
the  next  caU-he !  I  thought  we  stood  on  the  mountains 
agam  together  and  it  was  he  that  had  lifted  me. 

"But  come,"  he  said.  "Mary  wiU  be  wild  to  see 
you. 

"Wait,"  I  answered  him;  "  what  matter?  Let  this 
be  our  meeting,  this  between  you  and  me;  it  is  aU 
"I'e.     No,  I  won't  go  in!     Don't  bother  me  with  que.- 
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tion.  lad.  It  u  better  so.  Say  nothing  to  her.  We 
have  hailed  and  met  and  .haU  hail  and  meet  again- 
but  now  the  time  ig  short.     It  is  all  one." 

"Jim,  we  have  one  child,  one  little  boy,  at  home 
■His  name  is  Jim." 

"  Honest?  " 

"  He  is  James  Turbine  Hilton." 

My  rough  hand  was  kid  on  his.    The  tears  sprang 
to  my  eyes.  * 

"God  bless  you,  Rob! "  We  thought  alike.  «  One  of 

my  three  little  feUoWs  is  named  Robert  Hilton  Turbine  » 

Heaven  help  him."    Rob  shed  on  me  the  peculiar, 

famihar  radiance  of  his  smile.     «« Make  him  work  for 

a  living,  Jim." 

"Aye." 

We  made  no  phrases.  We  talked  as  traveler.,  meet- 
ing and  partmg,  and  the  words  grew  tense  and  so 
prescient  of  this  near  and  last  fareweU  that  they  bab- 
bled over  at  last  into  pleasant  dreamings,  like  those 
that  come  frequently  to  cast  to  the  winds  the  stilted 
awe  with  w.iich  humanity  surrounds  the  dying 

So  I  told  him  what  I  had  picked  up  in  chance  voyages 
of  the  people  v,f  Power  Lot.  «And  little  Rhody  has 
passed  on,"  I  said.  «  Bert,  who  hung  off  here  for  a 
day  or  two  m  his  schooner,  told  me.     Queer,  too;  she 

ITuI  oa?.    °'  "  '""^  *"^'  '"*''*  *^'     ^'^^y  " 

"  She  and  I  made  many  a  vow.  We  made  many  a 
promise  to  each  other,"  Rob  said. 

on^  ^and  Rhody  got  iU-treated-not  beaten,  as  I  heard 
-but  neglected  and  put  upon  worw  than  ever.    They 
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telltU"  "''  "  ^'°"  "*"^  ""^'  '^^  '"  "St  - 

Ro'7i"r"  ''"''•.""^  ''"«'  -«=••  other  to  Po.pey 
Kock  and  home  again,  „any  and  many  a  time      We 

n>ade  more  vows  to  each  other,  she  and  X" 

_^He  laughed,  but  the  tea«  stood  in  his  eyes  as  he 

al/'cSredT;  f^'  ''  '"^  '"*  ''"*'  "''^'^  «'*  things 
prestSe  If  ^    7  "If  T''  ^°"''"-««t«blish  a  sort  Tf 

Tl,.t  fu  "^**  '°  '"'"^y  »»  to  get  in  there 

That  was  the  vow.    WeU,  I  shall  keep  mf  vow     Per ' 
haps  children  know  the  way,  after  all      Vn 
in  af  tl,o+  J-  .     .      ^  '•      "hoever  passes 

Z  ,  *  *""  ^''t'  •'^^""•e  n>e,  even  though  it  mi^ht 
^  wife  or  child,  ril  look  for  Rhody  first^  The "t 
»"«ht  wa,t.  It  should  be  Rhody  first  of  all  P„„. 
httlelass!     Dear  little  lass ! »  "»  °*  "M-     Poor 

He  had  remembered  Power  Lot  well 
He  turned  to  me  and  smiled;   and  on  the  sweet  faces 

of  womankind  and  children  I  never  saw  so  l^auS 

a  smile  as  was  on  Rob's  face  then 


'After  all,  it's 


said;  «'the  same  short  strait  for 


>nly  one  brief  strait  at  last,"  he 


Aye.  only  just  the  Gut 


'One 


all.' 


' — no  more.' 


Zltj^.  ^"^^  "^'-'^^  d">'  little  Gut 


^  —  '■"•"=1  iMi — tne 
and  the  shining  infinite  each  side.     One 
there.    But  I  remember." 


saw  so 


clearly 


I  :  I 
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"Aye,  Ud,  we  remember.     And  may  the  tide  «et 

«  ;*^h  °th«  there  again,  and  never  fear,  my  lad » 

m  have  no  fear,  my  brother  Jim,"  said  Rob.  The 
grasp  of  has  hand  on  mine,  I  feel  it  stilL  And  so  I 
turned  and  left  him. 
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soiled  .^neLT  '^'^  ""P'e-'antlj.  on  Captain  Belcher'^ 
dol'^S.^eLef  Te  ^'''"  ""'"^  «'  -«!«  right 
ter  haul  ye  up,  an'  that  -ar  t  /  "'  '"«"«^ 

-w  o„  the  ,L.  wi^t  ;x  rs^  t!'  ^r.'° 

always  mentions  with  awe  u.^nhe^xenT'"'^  "^^  ' 

''»yt  Belcher,"  inauir(>/4  ««■  , 

terhauj.emupj*      Tofth     :  ''*^''^'  "^^  8°'"' 
"  I'm        •  '        »«'"'>  °r  the  steep  waj?  " 

Belcher  S,ut"L  ^V '*''^.  "'^'"    "?««»   Captain 

be  Klad  he^:ie  I  tt  I  "f  "^  '''"■^^'  ^""^  H^'" 
We  got  a  JJ  by^:'^'?:-^  t''  «  --  we  g„t. 
AM  .board,  Mr  iL  L  f  "  *'"'  ^^  ""^""^y^- 
one  P^-en^er  asST'th  f  ?""'  '•'"■''  '"  ""'j'  -"^^ 
"enger  by  W^    ^     .•  ™"^'''  ""'  ^°"'«  t^^t  pas- 

■"/oeenboratondejBsteado'walkl  ^'  ^a 


=  '    Wh^nJ'm 


ma 


^P^JP^MrlftLp^r' 
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boat  I  git  a  chanct  to  set  down  ^'  ride,  but  ol'  mother 
earth  ha.  aUu.  caUed  on  me  to  hoof  it.    Git  aboard." 

-h,.*  1"'^  m'  '"^'''  *°°'"  '"^  «"'''  '"'"='>^8  forward 
oT?r  A\"  .""*•  '^'"'  ^^^  '°"«  "«  '»<'  the  bleak 
ch.ll  of  the  wmd  added  to  his  potation.,-he  could  not. 
weave,  ho.  Heave  yer«elf  up  thar  'long.ide  yer 
stowage,  commanded  Captain  Belcher  cheerfully,  in 
a  bellow  that  seemed  to  cow  the  very  elements.  "  Set 
down  on  that  balk  of  timber  I've  laid  for  ye  athwart  the 
^n  1.  o>  the  cart.  Thar  now.  Feel  yer  moorinV 
We  11  warp  ye  up  to  Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  somehow, 
^ee,  haw!    Giddup,  Buck.     Giddup,  BiU.     GHdup » 

The  balk  of  tnnber"  was  securely  held  in  place  by 
the  trunks.  wh,ch  were  chained  to  the  floor  and  cross- 
beam, of  the  cart.  The  cart  itself  bore  evidence  of 
havmg  served  recently  as  a  l.ud  instrument  in  the  pur- 
veymg  of  guano.  Rob  rolled  up  his  trousers  still  higher 
and  gathered  his  garments  close  about  him. 

looke"''"  "*'^'  ""  ''"*  ^''  •'''''"  "O'^^*^  «n  on- 
"  Say,  watch  him  wrop  himself  up  in  his  fur  polinay," 
excla.med  a  delighted  boy,  with  breezy  directL.    ' 

Rob  had  a  way  usuaUy  of  carrying  himself  at  ease. 
He  sat,  gnawmg  his  mustache,  remotely  sad,  in  spite 
of  the  animated  group  surrounding  the  cart. 

Does  all  this-rabbl^-belong  where  I'm  goin'?  " 
hejnquired  presently,  with  sour  emphasis. 

No,"  responded  Captain  Belcher;  "but  events  has 
so  transpired  as  ter  bring  about  a  picnic  for  'em  early 
•n  the  season  this  year,  an'  these  'ere  innercent 
monkeys,  blame'  ef  they  ain't  takin'  advantage  of  7'' 


^-ds- 
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no  n,ore  Wio^o' ^el/ Wor^V'l*'""* '^''"^^^ 
the  plain  truth    r,'/  ^  "  "*"  ''•''?•     TcU  ve 

ww^  jci^rwhrrjzrr  ^-^"^  '- 

hill."  "*"  ^  "«'«^  t«  haul  ye  up  the 

J^hut  your  „outh ...  suddenly  cried  Rob,  doubling 

-uth.  a^.  thesIte'o'xe^^bX  .  ^i  ""'  "'"''  "^ 
'*-.  a„.  you'd  roll  ba  k.arL  /  "''  '"*''^=  ''"' 
Wk  back  o.  ye!  <^'St"tJZr  tV'''^' 
yegoin'to?    Giddup.     Giddup^'    An'  T  '^°°'" 

date  of  the  whip  exploded  rBM  """"«  """"- 

He  shivered  atT  .!  f "'"'  ""'''  «"  ^e  turned. 
him,  and  tu^ed  hif  hel^^^  ^r'  "^"^  'P'-'J  ''^^o- 
the  awful  up™td  V  W  tlTs  ^  '^"  T'^  *"  «-* 
poised.  H,^  hearr  !*  u  ^  .  "^P"  °°  ''^"=''  ^^  hung 
inwardly.  *   ""''^^   '^o    -''':^   Aesh   crawlef 

ca"tl"w  ./*^^t  !tl  '""^  ^°"  '^-''  -  *o  *'>^» 

«y   the  holy   Sewin.-Circle    T   »,„„ 
Captain  Belcher    bluifly      "T  '„      ':°P«/°!"  bawled 
women  up  the  hill    onct    with  ,^"' .^""^^    »  «ess  o' 
tackle,  when   the  thorl     u    !        ""  "'""'  "="*  «" 

Mothers.  MeeW  If  iTl".        '''  ""'  '^  ^''^  «'-* 
Meetm  ,  of  aH  the  jumpin'  out!    Don.t  you 
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never  teD  me  wimmcn  ain't  qualified  to  jump.     Don't 

•ay  a  word.     I  ain't  ,een  jumpin'  before  nor  lince. 

G.ddup     Buck.     What    in    doom    »o«    balVin'    for? 

Giddup." 

A  .enwtion  of  horrible  dizziness  wa.  coming  over 
Hob.    He  dared  not  look  behind  him  again. 

"Most  hills  out  in  the  country  wind  around  more, 
and  W  «,me  level  breathing  places."  he  suggested 

"I  wish  't  you'd  brought  some  o'  that  kind  along 
wr^h  yc  blustered  Captain  Belcher.  "This  'ere  old 
hdl  has  been  foun'  fault  with,  an'  brought  up  in  town- 
meetm',  an'  condemned,  an' " 

"  Stop  your  cart,"  gasped  Rob,-"  I'm  cold-l  want 
to  walk." 

"Stop  my  cart  her^Daisy?  Not  unless 't  you  want 
ter  start  fresh  an'  go  back'ards." 

Rob  leaped  wildly  over  hi,  boxes,  and  sprang  to 
earth  sprawhng.  The  color  slowly  throbbed  back  to 
his  cheeks  as  he  rose.    He  gave  a  blissful  sigh. 

Walkin'  '8  good  enough  for  me,"  he  asserted  to 
hi»  stanng  attendants.  He  seemed  inclined  to  be 
friendly,  like  one  suddenly  rescued  from  fearful  peril. 
»«y.  he  want  on  conversationally;  "that  was 
awful.  Say  boys,  I  wouldn't  get  into  that  cart  an' 
ride  up  this  hiU  again  for  a  thousand  dollars.  No-bv 
cricky,  I  wouldn't  for  ten  thousand." 

"Pooh,"  said  one  bright-eyed  lad,  of  stringy,  leath- 
ery frame;  "  what  '11  ye  give  me  ter  ride  up?^ 

Rob  had  become  genial.  He  fumbled  in  his  pockets 
and  drew  out  some  silver.  The  lad  leaped  blithely  over 
W»?  cart  Wheel,  to  the  summit  of  the  trunk*,  balanced 
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W^elf  on  one  foot,  and  thus  derisively  accosted  the 
giddy  pitch  of  the  hiU  before  him : 

./?'..7'  I'mafr^dofye.  Oh,  don't  ye  look 
•teep!  Oh,  my!  Guess  the  oxen '11  sure  git  .tuck  on 
this  ere  hummock  I'm  comin'  to,  an'  faU  down  an'  go 
back  ards,  an'  me  an'  the  cart  an'  oxen  go  roll-roUity, 
bump-bumpity-oh,  my!  Guess  I'll  turn  'round  an' 
see  where  we'll  go  to." 

He  swung  around  with  a  flourish,  poised  himself  on 
the  other  foot  to  meet  the  emergencies  of  the  incUne 
and  waved  his  dirty  little  paw  with  a  comprehensive- 
ness that  smacked  of  contempt  toward  the  distant  Bay 
of  Fundy,  the  nearer  Basin,  the  eastward  stretch  of 
nver,  toward  precipice  and  solemn  woods,  toward  sea 
and  land. 

"How  d'  doi"'  said  he  familiarly.  "Ye're  lookin* 
fine.  Now  let's  see  where  I'U  go  to  when  me  an'  the  cart 
an  oxen  git  going  back'ards.  We'll  slew  around  an' 
bounce  the  fence  by  Job's  pastur',  an'  then  arter  we 
roUed  a  while  we'll  make  a  lap  over  the  school'us'  bel- 
f  rey  down  there,  an'  knock  the  trimmin's  off  the  Baptis' 
steeple,  an' "  ^ 

«  That'll  do,  sonny,"  Rob  interrupted,  with  a  pale 
and  weary  smile;  "you've  earned  your  money.  G^t 
down  off  of  that.    You  make  me  sick." 

Rob  had  taken  off  his  fur  overcoat  in  an  effort  to 
keep  up  with  this  climbing  company.  In  spite  of  the 
COM  wind,  the  perspiration  stood  out  on  his  face  in 
heavy  drops. 

"Is  there  any  top  to  this  business?  »  he  asked,  hoarse 
with  weakness,  of  Captain  Belcher. 
"  iMt  tinw  I  cwne  up  thi»  hill,  she  had  a  top  to  'er,» 
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replied  the  captam;  "but  somethin'  may  'a'  haDDened 

see  ef  the  top's  gone  orn  this  hiU  » 

"The  trees  hides  it."  piped  an  honest  voice.    "Thart 
Mister      continued   this   white-haired   youngster    aD 
rhtd'":'   I"-"-—   witha\otShVL 

p^iro'yertiVczr ''-'  ^'-^^  --  ^^ 
thatft\lr  r;°*  "^""'^  °'  *  •'^p^  "■—  tha„ 

forth  h«  hand,  however,  with  nonchalant  nimbleness. 

-  fltr  tid?'  '^  ^^^'"^^  '— -"  ''-P 

an  JT"!,!-'"'"''  "^""^'^  '"■'»  '^th  «">  ■■"Odious  wink 

ness.  Seems  ter  me  I  got  a  little  tetch  o'  sore  throat 
comm'  on  myself,"  he  subjoined.  "I  reckorvo.  * 
me  ketch  cold  kind  o'  easy,' don't  we,  Mr  lI?' mT 
IS  jer  prescription,  thar?  Perimv?  ri,  ^.  .  . 
Scott's  Emuin/  pI  sXriCe^^P^^^lt: 
-me    so  long  as  it's  got  the  force  to  shoot  dt^Ld 

tteT£,r  '^'""^  *^^  "-*-  "'  <«--     I-t^i 

Jets  :S;tr  "'^^ '"'  '""^  ^*  ^"^"^^  -'^ 
w2oS'*^:tS't::^.Tritrv:^^^' 

^-o.interthe"^\re:;'^.;tr.rS:- 
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In  the  supreme  necessity  of  goading  his  oxen  to  en- 

t^ZjT':-  ^''''='"  ""'^  inadvertently  consigned 
the  bottle  to  hs  own  pocket;  but  his  mind  presently 
reverted  with  undimmed  clearness   to  the  suV^t 

"Ahem  yes,  Soothin'  Syrup-very-soothiner  '„ 
L  I  .u  VJ°*-  "■  P'^^^iption  'round  here  't  'U 
knock  he  stuffln'  outer  «  cold  while  that  'ere  stuff 
you  re  luggb'  'round  with  ye  has  ter  ky  by  an'  look 
on  m  'stonishment,  Mr.  Lee."  J'    J-  ">   'ook 

"  ;  Hilton,'  if  you  please,  sir,-not  '  Lee,'  »  said  Rob 
h.s  hps  fghtening  and  the  light  of  ™anh;od  suddenly 
waking  ,n  his  sweat-begrimed  eyes;  «  and,  if  you'U  re- 
member,  it's  not  I  that's  '  luggin'  the  stuff '  now.  It's 
yout 

«  Sure,"  said  the  cheerful  captain,  unabashed.  « I'm 
boun'  ter  ca  1  ye  '  Hilton  '  all  right,  soon  as  ye  wor^^ 
up  ter  the  top  o'  this  hill.  And  you're  dofn'  gre2 
hoof -work,  considerin'  the  pitch,  an'  how  you  ain'f  1 

An' "he!"'*'  Z  '°?  *"  -'  "'  *''-«'• '^'-^  -keT 
An  then  me  an'  these  boys  air  a-goi„'  ter  wave  our  caps 

an' Wa^  for  Mr.  Hiltoj>-ain't  we,  boys?  »         ^ 

bJ'?^'  '  "'\^'"^  "y'elf'-^^postulated  Captain 

tefivirfT^"™-     '^^''''"*-     NowI'mgoin' 
ter  ky  that  away,  jest  the  way  it  is,  along  o'  the  fried 
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carryin'     the 


forehead  depreciativelj. 

.   r^»    "=°"™''">     "'"    you     that', 
stuff,      Rob  reminded  him,  bitterly 

Oh"vf*°"-'  T"-  ^'  -  -.  -hat  was  I  sayin'? 
Oh,  jres-we  got  a  perscriptioa  'round  here.  thatvTa 
wonder-worker  on  any  man  what',  predersposrf  topul- 
reS.""^"***^""-  ™^  '-  P-'iP^on-sHeW 
"AnDiat?"  sniffed  Rob. 

whitest' •;  Th"'"'  r  ''"  '''*'"'°''  '"^•'''  P""".  that', 

Z!     r         ^.     '""''''  ""*  *••"  Mennation  like  a  double 

«  We?7ht  °  'Jr'^^  Salve,  that',  what  shedoes  » 

er^^contempt  and  indifference  for  the  siject  wSl 

•j7*'r~l''^'*~'''*"~*he  consists  of—  Giddup  thar  > 
^ddup.  what  ye  yawin'  aU  over  the  road  ^H  She 
cons.sts  o'  a  plow,  an'  a  shovel,  an'  a  spade,  an'  a 
hoe.  an'  other  implements,  an'inted  every  Jf-ho„r^th 
«  gallon  er  two  o'  elbow-grease.  She's  a  d-n  hlZ  7 
ter  tjilro      T  1,  11..  ^ — ^°  '■ard  dose 

socks  nght  down  ter  work  an'  does  the  job,  every  time 

ItTt  r  °  ''^'  P"^°"^  affectation  so  clea^  ye 

"That's  lucky,"  Rob  managed  to  sneer  painfullv 
breath  coming  m  gasps  that  were  ahnost  sobs,  as  he 
«««on ,     that's  Iqcky,  for  /  don't." 


i:*-r. 


H 
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or  THE  Hnx 
"No,  ye  doo't^  ja^.  Lee— Mr  '  HiU™  , 
je  git  to  (he  top-I  „.,  ,„^'       ,""•  "  ■"»  " 

Capteia  Belcher.    «8aT»he.,        ■''cktos  tongue  of 

^r-ake^erW.     CurW     NotW  "  thl  LnT 
that  ..  „„t  adzaekl^;  „o,  nor  anywheres  neTrit-w" 
ever  sprung  on  us  afore.     Nothin'   T  ™.       1  .  • 
kind  o'— ahem— h.cJ,  ♦      j  '      "^'  *••"*  "'  «° 

youstartS?     '"*'-*''"^— y-P'ob'lywas-when 

n.«tw:i  Rob.'  '''*"  ^'^'^'^  ^'"^^  -  -.  t'-'t'-  aU,» 
"  J°ke.  eh?  "    The  captain's  red  face  fairly  cracked 

:id:of  tL;li?'«v--% '-,  *^r  --'^  -" 

game.        Wal ,  never  mind.    You  sharpen  ycr 
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continued,  .„  that  unaccustomed  co^nent  upon  lure 
rZ-      f  ^',       ^"  "''"^'^  P"*  "  ^-^^  "nore  oceans  an" 

a«pecreh?  »  '  '''«"°  ^'^  ""  -^  «*«'  ««„'  o/a„ 
Hob.  still  panting,  purposely  kept  his  back  to  the 
~   an  angry  and  despairing  growl  in  his  eye 

hum'^ .    ^^''  ^'[\"''^"-  '""J'  ^i  things  'round  nearer 
hum?      suggested  the  captain.     «Wal'    th.t'  ^ 
St^garee's  place  oiF  thar.^tother  sidT^  1^  »  """' 

the  ^  rronteT"^  ^ '*'  "^  ""'^'''^'^  «-«"  *°  '- 

"WKo*  I,-  J     """'""'J.     "  s  good  pertater  land." 

silt'tf  . '""''  ^"  ™""'  P"*''*^"'  «^  y«  t-'ke  the  fore- 
sight ter  lay  on  a  top-dressi„'  o'  fish-gurry  an>— » 

R„h      Z"  "^     '  P«rti-"la"."  interposed  the  fastidious 
«ob,  with  a  dy  nir  snarl     «  I'll  t.i,  iastiaious 

inflecrn'ofXsre  S  r  T"""  "T^'"'"  ''^  »" 

Belcher's  tone  -"I  tTSt""'  T"''^'^  !°  ^-P*-" 

1  was  jest  goin'  ter  mention  a  leetle 
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kelp,  'r  sea-weed,  along  o'  the  fi,h-gurry     Y«  ,.„u 
qualmy  but  what  ye  c'n  hear  tl,         ^'-  ""  *  ■" 

I  wa.  tr,«.  ter  iVJ  te,  ye   .t""^'-^  ''' 
gumption  't  all,  even  ef  hTh/  """"  '"*  ""7 

Rob    in    '    ^^'''"•"'''."-ke  a  hog  of  himself?"  asked 
smoothness.  '       '^  ^'  '^^''^  ^^^^  treacherous 

«  PxLT       A   .     ^*  ""^  ""'■"^^  "  himself." 

You  astonish  me."  *• 

"  I  done  it  accidental,  then." 
"  You  fill  me  with  ambition,  with  hooe  "    TJ,., 
w,ld  tears,  nevertheless,  in  Hob's  eyT'  "^1^ 
the  next  boat  sail  back  to  Waldeck?  '^  *'°™ 

Captain  Belcher  shook  his  head     «  n„     ^  • 
•"-•miss.     Jest  as  it  happens      Son,*  "'* 

Nothin'  rcitular      S,„  Sometime,  or  no  time. 

an'  a  way  ^uUnter  th  n  *°"  ^''''''  °"  ^'^^  «--• 
the  weathU^t T:  ^'I^Zlr  ^'  '°^'^"'  *" 
in'  'n  what  we  use'  te^be  an'  V*  ""  '  """"^  '"""'- 
-derin',  nasty  Cs'sll'  or^L^^fr  'f^^' 
about  the  only  one  'ronn^  l  "^aldeck.     J.m'g 

-g-lar,  along  o'  the  S     ThT  "":'  '*  *'^^'"='''*-' 

-•-ke  out.  ocLionaI',t^hc-s  „r     r    '^*^--*''^^ 
'  ^-  ^™    s  no  reckonm'  on  'em. 


!i^ 


**  POWER   LOT 

^tw?"  '"  ''-''  *"'  -'■  "^-  "P  *"-«»>  the.-, 
"Where  is  Jim?" 

"That'B  what  we're  allu.  ..kin'.    He',  her    an' thar 
— Jimi.;_n,o«tljthar."  "•  war 

Laughter  hung,  open-mouthed,  on  the  vi.aire.  of  tl,« 
surrounding  group.  ^  "  ^""^ 

fand  er  petered-out.  an'-ahem-all  mussed-up,  witthi 

X'Tar'wh'';  "-* ' ''-"«^"'.  %h./jddic.te:; 

young  Jady,  what  you  know,  on,  over  vander  Shp 
knocl^  the  sand  all  outer  n.e  wit'h  them'T^  o'  h!™ 
^™  I  go   my  Sunday  rig  on.    How  d'  ye  suppose  m7 

™i   "'"t'y"^    Now  you  git— Jnun'." 

That  Captain  Belcher  was  a  man  of  vahan*  .,. 

sssiiS '''  r '™*  '""^^  '^^  wi;;c;ihe:r„:p 

Asper.ed,  dodgiug  off  among  the  fir  trees  and  bonders 
that  surrounded  the  trail  of  the  «  Steep  Way  " 
Hob  a«d  the  captain,  and  the  exceeding  noise  made  by 

on  Robs  part  that  was  wefl-nigh  recalcitrant. 

~mIZ'  ?f  •  "■ '  '"'".'T'  ^"""^  '^'""''»'  ""' "°  -""take 
topS^theT^T  "•  '"''"''  *^  ''"P*"'"  »«-Pt«l 
RoE  ^d  ^^  T"^  °^  *''*  '^°«  •'«^'J«  Wm.  But 
Rob-  had  another  thought,  and  its  essence  was  of  the 
lowest  dregs  of  bitterness. 
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Jn  '«  V  "  "^T^'"  ^  ""^  "ore  reminded  the  cap- 
tain.    It's  you  thafg  carrying  the '  stuff '  '• 

"Don't  mention  it,"  shouted  Captain  Belcher  ob- 

hv^ously.  ,„  a  tone  of  lordly  willingness  to  oblige,  but 

ho  id  not  return  the  bottle  to  Rob's  wistful^hand; 

don  t  never  mention  it.    Alius  glad  ter  do  ye  a  favor 

wh»Ik^.    Whoa  thar'.  Buck.    Whoa,  Bill.' I  „ff3 

to  back  ye  up  to  the  door,  but  I  d,dn't  want  ye  ter  seni 

the  cart  clean  through  the  house,  dang  ye.» 
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Ma.t  tried  not  to  notice  how  Rob  looked.    A.  Captain 
Belcher  „,d  to  ™e  afterwards:    "Jim."  .ay'   he^? 

He  done  wh;.  h^s  IZT  27^:1  T"  '°°'"--'  " 
Ji«.toMar,,it,ook:^a^;;:-t/Pe-ted 

I  wa«  persentin'  somethin'  't  lav  1«M  T 

-  a  natteral  f ool-jacC-!^:^ i  ^l":  ^^^^--ck 

.pon«ble  for  hi.,  neither;    but  thar  he  w J  WtcW 

BeichT;;"  I'^teS"" """  ^* '"-  *''^  •""'  -«^'-*-y. 

took^he3a.e.a,.  'sh.  U^^XZjr''  ^^ 
What  do  you  say?  " 

a." ««  Mirth"  ■^.'T'*'  •'  ""''■  *••*"..? 
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turn  of  trunks  in  th.  .hJ  T^l    ^    ^  '"''''*"  °'""- 

to  notfce  Rob's  appearance'  so  rI"''  '^J"^  ""^ 
»ciousnessofthewildr!ckpf  '    ^  """"'"'  ""'='"" 

Bpoke  genteelly:  ^         ^   ^'"'''  *^'  '"""'«•  R°b 

F=  you  wont  find  jne  troublesome." 

room  •         y°?-^"7  welcome,"  said  Mary.     "Your 

worn  IS  upstairs  to  the  right      The  Ktfl    f      . 

to  the  right."  "'  ^™"t  room 
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«  Thuik  you,  I  know  I  need  a  lub,"  murmured  Rob 
••  though  he  wanted  to  get  clean  and  then  die. 

Now,  an  all-over  bath  at  Power  Lot— unleii,  of 
courw,  you  dipped  in  the  River  or  the  Ba.in,  or  .wura 
on  the  Bay— but  an  all-over  bath  in  the  house  at  Power 
Lot  meant  a  con.iderable  «tunt  in  the  line  of  prepara- 
tion. It  meant  fetching  water  by  the  pailful  from  the 
"prmg  and  using  every  kettle  available  to  heat  it  up 
on  the  little  stove  in  the  kitchen ;  then,  it  meant  lugging 
It  upstairs  with  more  water  from  the  spring  to  make 
enough  of  it. 

"I  heard  the  crittur  say  'tub',"  related  Captain 
Belcher  afterward,  «  an'  I  knew  he  'xpected,  from  sheer 
force  o'  habit,  ter  go  into  a  room  fuU  o*  v'ilet-smeU 
soap  an'  towels,  an'  turn  on  the  fasset,  an'  then,  arter 
he  d  soaked  a  while,  ter  let  the  plug  out-an'  thar*  you 
be.  I'd  seen  them  kind  o'  bathrooms,  onct  in  a  while, 
m  my  own  day,  cruisin'  round. 

"But  now,"  continued  Captain  Belcher,  "when 
Daisy  Lee  says  « tub,'  I  took  a  peeper  at  Mary's  face, 
an  she  looked  as  though  she'd  run  up  agin'  a  cemetery 
•Wouldn't  a  sponge  bath  be  wiser  this  evening?' 
says  she,  'you  are  so  tired.'  •  No,'  says  that  slob  of 
a  Daisy  Lee  ag'in,  with  his  dyin'  genteel  voice,  '  I'D 
have  a  tub.'  « I'll  see  ter  that,  Miss  Sting'ree,'  says  I, 
comm'  forwards,  an'  leavin'  my  oxen  ter  loU  'longside 
the  shed.  '  I'll  see  ter  that.'  An'  thinks  I  ter  myself- 
'You  want  a  tub.  Mis'  Daisy,  an'  I'll  git  ye  a  tub— an' 
be  blamed  to  ye  fr  a  pesterin'  foot-loose  pudd'nhead.' 

"  Say,"  went  on  Captain  Belcher,  « I  went  ter  work. 
I  hove  myself  down  inter  the  cellar  an'  sawed  off  the 
eend  of  an  old  merlasses  barrel,  an'  I  roUed  'er  upstairs 
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to  D.,V.  hood«ar:  -n'  then  I  ,et  to.  totm'  water,  .„• 
bito  of  V  on  the  .tove.  T  m«le  me  think  Tr  .U  the 
world  o  hofi^butcherin'.  Don't  know  why  it  bnina 
up  that  to  me  Vept  'twa.  natteralljr  on  account  o' 
luggin  an  b.lm'  ,0  much  water.  Wal'.  when  that  th.r 
bath^  wa.  all  mixed,  I  «y.  to  Dai.y,  •  Yer  tub',  aH 
ready,  .ay,  I  very  pleawmt  an'  hopeful;  an'  me  an' 
the  oxen  lit  out. 

"I  hope  he  got  clean."  concluded  Captain  Belcher 

wa.tm  water  that  way,  ef  it  hadn't  been  ,0  ridick'Iou,; 
but  fr  that  matter,  the  hull  ,tunt  o'  haulin'  him  up 
thar  wa,  a,  comical  a,  a  me.,  o'  tame  b'ar,.  I  laffed 
»1I  the  way,  home,  till  the.e  'ere  roundin'  ,ide,lat,  that 
make  up  the  main,tay,  o'  a  man',  body-frame  wa, 
.0  ,ore  they  squeaked.  Say.  I'm  givin'  that  to  ye 
•traifrht— they  »]ueaked  audible." 

Rob  having  previou,ly  carried  up  a  portion  of  hi, 
wardrobe  from  the  bo«.  in  the  ,hed,  took  hi,  bath  by 
the  yt  of  a  rather  ineffectual  lamp.  hi.  mind  dweUing 
«U  the  time  on  a  foreta,te  of  ,omething  which  he  had 
brought  up  concealed  in  a  ma„  of  garment,,  the  very 
thought  of  wh,ch  bloomed  a.  a  coming  tran,port  within 
nis  weary  breast. 

It  wa,  hi,  last,  his  only,  bottle.  If  he  had  known  the 
exigences  of  the  situation  he  would  have  brought  more 
Never  mmd ;  he  had  that.  It  sustained  him  through  the 
dingy  and  unaccustomed  trials  of  his  bath.  He  dressed 
himself  scrupulously  in  clean  linen  and  broadcloth,  then 
he  took  a  beaker  of  his  one  remaining  source  of  com- 
lorf  and  joy,  and  thus  equipped  he  descended  the 
ttair,  to  meet  Mary  Stingaree. 
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A  ,hort  bustling  woman  had  come  over  f™™         •  u 
bonng  house  to  hdn  M««  ».*  "  "  °"'«'^ 

"That   Belcher,"   ,he   exclaimed   with   stifF 
By  Jo.  I'd  like  to  knock  'im  over  Sth  h     •  t      T""' 
'If  K"  "''  '"^-ed^Zn^tr^-    ^»'* 

water  was  al^SeT.'^^UiLTllo^tt   "  ^''^ 
»or  ver,  nice  sof  water.  „:l'i.'  ""'"«''*•  ""*  ^^ 

went  over  and  whispered  to  Marv     pT!i7^  ^''^ 

his  sole  aim  was  t/hl       j        T"    ""''  '^'^  ""^  ™°d : 

now  placid  ear    « I  rhM,?\'^°''  ""*'"'«  -""t*  h" 
homesteads  up  here'd  1  k?""     ^"^  »--W«1  WUe 

«et  going  J^Tr^,^^Z:VZvty' 
come  •  off  there      Don'f  .^  i,        •"'  *°  *"    kingdom- 

-all..  Anchor:d^:lw"x's°u;p^;^r;^'^^"^^• 

smilingly.  "appose?     he  concluded 

"  Y«,  our  houses  are  anchored  aD  ri<rht»  r«„).j 
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done.    Sometimes  if  f,     V   /  ^•"''     "''«■■*«  "'ork  is 
little  comll'le  tt  '"""'  «"  '*'«  ""-  -^ 

but  a  tornado  TL:l;Tffrt"^"T;:  ""^'-'-^ 

It  bWs,"  continued  Mrs.  Bvio   «n„ti*u        . 
has  been  raised  soft  «nj  f     f ^"'  '     ™*''  ^^cm  that 

ter  for  it.  too."  *       "^  '* '  y^"'  "^^  ^e  the  bct- 

'rZZ,^S,^:Xr  T  ^''^  '^'-''^-^- 

like  the  school  tcrcW  .^    '"«'f '"^-gl^ '  « I  always 
^aH  J  love  With  w" "  sW  thT^^f  '  '^-'^-^' 

-/::t;:pXe7sSsr  B,^1  °:r-^- 

on  L?  ButTou'rTa  th "  h't^V'"*  ^°"''*'  «°'"' 
-.  you're  alwlys  « thUt '*  N  ^^*  *'"'*'^  P'""  *° 
and  •  think  '  what  ki^  „f     "      J^^^  ^°"  "^  '^"^^  *!>"« 


n'tigate  their  state 
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overlooking  their  poverty  and  ignorance  with  genial 
good-wiU,  and  instead  of  appreciating  it  they  took 
advantage  of  his  good  nature  to  make  a  butt  of  him. 
Very  weU— he  mused  darkly— he  would  show  his  breed- 
mg  through  aU.  A  gentleman  could  not  do  otherwise. 
But  his  lip  curled  and  his  beautiful  eyes,  hoUowed  by 
fatigue  and  dissipation,  glowed  sullenly. 

He  watched  the  women  get  supper.     Mary's  face 
was  very  sad.    She  was  strikingly  handsome,  in  a  far-off 
foreign  way.     But   sh«--who  was,  in  fact,  a  trifle 
younger  than  Rob-looked  very  old  to  him.     She  and 
Mrs.  Byjo  appeared  to  him  to  be  about  of  an  age     He 
wished  heartily  that  there  might  be  some  young  and 
sparkhng  life  about  him  at  that  moment,  and  he  sighed. 
Mrs.  Byjo  cast  a  hopeful  glance  at  him,  but  Mary 
had  had  deep  experience  of  cases  of  similar  aihnent 
in  her  own  household,  and  she  knew  that  Bob's  mind 
was  simply  becoming  very  groggy.     She  made  a  cup 
of  strong  coffee  and  brought  it  to  him  with  her  own 
hand. 

"  Take  this  before  your  supper,"  she  said ; «  you  must 
be  utterly  fatigued." 

Rob  rose  uncertainly,  and,  with  one  hand  seeking 
support  from  the  back  of  his  chair,  he  bowed  his  thanks 
as  he  accepted  the  draught. 

"Some  young  men  who  have  had  wealth,"  .aid 
Mary,  m  her  low  deliberate  voice  that  smacked  so  of 
indifference  it  tended  to  rouse  him,  "enjoy  camping 
out  and  an  occasional  return  to  primitive  conditions. 
Whether  you  are  one  of  that  kind  or  not,  you  will  find 
that  It  IS  practically  'camping  out'  here,  and  the 
pnmitive  necessity  of  inventing  resources  for  existence." 
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Rob  gulped  down  the  coffee  gratefuUy.  though  he 
remained  courteously  on  his  feet.  * 

J'l^'"'/."'"''  ^''^  '"  «°°^  '"""S''  ^"  ">«•"   He  then 
«n,lj   at  her  vaguely.      « TeU  you   the  truth,   Miss 

seen  bet  Tf.'^r""'"*-  ^°"  '"""^  '"  ^'"'"gh  ^u'd 
s^n  b  t-better  days  yourself,"  he  added  mofe  boldly, 
but  h.s  manner  was,  somehow,  inoffensive.  "Tell  yo^ 
he  t.uth-o„,^  thing  this  place  is  fit  for-is  grave 
stones— and  I  wish  I  had  mine."  * 

which  he  gazed  for  a  moment  steadily.     He  fancied 

S  Ta'  'T-  '".^""  *'""   ''^  ^'^'--"l  -^-i^- 
>-f  .  -t";*""'   *'"''  •"P"*''"*   ^"•'t   through   his 

lot  ^a"  f™.'"  -t-Plation  drifted  wave^^^ 
to  a  graymg  lock  or  two  that  shone,  so  early,  in  the 
black  hair  on  her  temples.  ^ 

Mary  blushed.  She  knew  that  her  face  and  figure 
were  superb.  That  premature  tint  of  gray  was  «  S 
thorn,  even  to  her  high  mind.  7 '''«'«  WUe 

tiol^f*^'**""'"  "''^'  ""'P*'"*  1»'=«J^  the  supposi- 
hp».  I  shaU  call  you  •  Robert  '-teing  so  much  older 
than  you-but  I  prefer  that  you  should  call  me'S 

nt  f  wllr"""  '°r  "'"'■-"^  P°-  -ther  wn 
graves.  She  has  been  waiting  to  meet  you:  a  new 
voice  and  presence  are  so  much  to  one  afficted  IZ 

lak  tt    ;r  r-  °°  ^"^  """•^ «°-« -  to 

speak  just  a  word  to  her?  " 
"Why.  certainly,"  said  Rob.  absorbing  the  last  of 


"  Certainly,  Miss 
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«ie  virile  potaUon  in  his  coffee  cup. 
Sting'ree.    D'Ughted." 
Mary  opened  the  door  from  the  kitchen-which  wa, 

"  Here  ig  Robert  Hilton,  Mother  » 

J'a^T"  ^Z"\  ""'"■■*  ""*""•  '«>*  ">«  iook  at  you" 
.«.d   the   sightless    old   woman,   from   where   she   1 
propped  up  in  b«,.  She  had  an  eager  air  of  exp^tln  ; 
said  trt  "  *'^'""  ^  '"^  "'  .ourLn^n,?. 

the.r  natural  eolormg,  while  the  touch  of  her  pale 
hand  „mWed  him  disagreeably  of  the  tingling  o/^ 
ekctnc  battery.  Rob  hung  his  head  and  casi  do^ 
his  own  eyes  in  extreme  discomfort 

woI«  to  M°°""  "°"''"  """"^  '^^''^'''^J  «>e  blind 
s^Tk,  ^'^'  P"""'^"  amusement,  and  Rob's  u. - 

speaiable  amaze.  "Have  you  put  on  Aunt  TayL 
Flemmg  s    eacup  for  him.  Mary,  and  my  Tower  spoon 

^Ctl'^l  "'^  ''*  "^^  *""«•  I'"  '^»"'«t.  Bring  out 
the  best  thmgs,  girl.  Have  it  fine.  girl_fi„e  WU 
you  -r  come  in  to  see  me,  I  wonderf"  she  said  p^^ 
t^shly  tummg  to  Rob;  «  th,.  al,  run  away  from  me  » 
The  clear  annunciation  of  the  "noble"  was  still 

thr™,„».  »,•  „  '      P*"'*<*    charmingly 

through  his  soporific  senses.  '^^ 

"Cerfnly,  madam,  I'll   come  in   to   set   you    with 
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grcatcs-  pleasure,  if  you      allow  n,e 
on  my  „de,  madam,  I  'sgure  you." 

bHef^mtmUTen:;;S:r;t^'''  °"^  '-"-  '"" 

"No.,  just  a  x„Sr;ir:rr:'r- 

come  and  see  my  brother?  "  said  Zy    "''"""  ^°" 

-  -b!:  WarClwInj  ^""'-  *'^'"'  *"  ^ 
mummred   Rob    ZZ-    ^  "  *'  »°  *"  •J'"""." 

Vnced  tit  eit  „ttfaV:r?"    f''""'    ^''- 
-ell  be  laid  by,  as  a  vaTn  and  '""  *  ■"'«'•*  "^ 

Mary  stiu^aSe.  :iircer„:trs  ^.■:sir°"= 
Sy^^:;;;o4r^'^----er^: 

and  the  «r„eslltfof ^  ^^^^-f '-^^ 
roundings.  altogether  novel  sur- 

«  This  is  my  brother  Bate,"  Mary  said      «  H.  i, 
oeen  on  a  •  sDree  •  »  qi,         .     .       "'^•'  'a'"-        He  has 

wscrutable      « Tx»  ;         i     /  ^  "''  "ce  was 

-have;'besot£:ufo;7::r"--''  '^  ^°- 

drunk."  "*"•  as  you  see,  dead 

"Where— where  did  he  cet  it    A^ 
-aid  Rob,  with  innocent  c^Sg   '         ""^  ^"''P°"='  " 

wZdl  .""''"^  ""^^-     "  '  """•'"'"  'he  said,  «  if  you 
would  help  me  cry  to  save  Bate?  "  ^ 

Rob's  views  on  this  subject  were  altog.th.r  too  ha- 
and  confused  to  admit  nf  f^      ■  .  ^•■-' 

to  admit  of  frammg  any  intelligible  reply. 
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"/r"^.?"'"^' ''"  "y"  "»"''"'•"«  toward  that  part 
of  the  kitchen  whore  Mr,.  Byjo  wa.  .talking  about 
forcefully  amoHR  the  pans  and  kettle.. 

I.  r  \*'' ."«  '''"  *°  *"^  '""'^  '""'*  '•'PPO'-."  Mid  Mary; 
but  .he  8t,Il  .tood  for  a  moment  clo.o  at  her  brother', 
side.  There  wa,  a  .ingular  witchery  of  compelling 
power  about  her,  not  attractive  to  Rob,  but  effective, 
neverthele,.;  where  she  looked  he  felt  constrained  to 
ook  So  he  let  hi.  eye  wander  cursorily  again  over 
the  lamentable  figure  on  the  lounge.  "He  wa.  .uch 
«  handsome  lad,"  the  A'ster  said.  Rob  felt  that  he  must 
ook  at  her,  and  following  the  voiceles.  behest,  he  did 
look  up  and  met  those  uncomfortably  thrilling  eye. 

"  LT'*  ^"^^  °^  *""•"  "''*  ""■''  1"'«"y.  "  ""d  not 
an  added  care  and  .orrow.     I  have  all  that  I  can  do 

and  bear     You  will  see  that.    This  i,  all  unnecessary 

to  say,  however.     You  are  a  gentleman  bom,  and  a 

gentleman  does  not  inflict  added  burden  and  trouble 

upon  an  already  overburdened  woman." 

The  concise,  cool  voice  stung  through  Rob's  .en.es. 
It  also  painted  a  picture  before  him  in  vivid,  inefface- 
able colors.  Whatever  he  thought,  whatever  he  did, 
the  picture  lasted.    That  was  Mary's  power. 

"  I  am  depending  upon  you,"  she  added  genUy.  mov- 
ing away  with  him.  o       j, 

Rob  wiped  the  sweat  from  his  brow. 

"  Oh.  h— 1."  he  sighed  deeply. 

Mrs.  Byjo  offered  no  weak  solace  to  his  straits.  She 
unrolled  her  sleeves  and  buttoned  them  at  the  wrist, 
but  her  manner  was  rather  as  though  she  roUed  them 
up,  and  that  to  do  battle. 
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Mrj^eS;'"^  ■""  *'""  *''  ""■"'  "'•  ^''«■-••^" 
"No,  Ma'y    I  cn't.     My  oxen  ain't  unyoked.  .„d 
n.y  cow.  „e  bawling  away,  over  thar'.  with'.tuc    „d 

keep  y.    „:r  T  "'""  ''"'  ""'"'  "^  <=''«"«.  "«» 
keep  ye  company  ,f  ye  want  me  to.     Don't  blame  ye 

J-  not  bkmg  to  be  left  alone,  con.iderin'  how  ye're 

Her  word,  contributed  much  that  wa.  frankly  un- 
flattormg  to  Mary',  newly  acquired  guest    but  R„h 

rj  "Ztircuhr "  '^""-^^ '" '-'  -  •" 

bin'il^r''"  "°"*''""*'  ^"-  ^W"'  "*''»*  J™  Tur- 
but  he.  hawkmg  it,  off  .omewhere.  I'll  be  gl«l  £ 
aXHt-hol?  ''"•  ^^  "'"'  ^'-  ">-'«— a 
Rob  inferred  that  «,me  frailty,  or  lack  of  cordi- 
«tty  on  h..  part,  had  prevented  Mary  havi.g  SL 
Plea.ure  of  her  rude  arrant  to  dine  with^er.       * 

Take  my  chair.  Cook."  he  cried  elaborately  yidd- 

ng  h.s  place.     « I'U  go  get  another  chair,     ^t 

together.     D'hghted."  "* 

M™.  Byjo  wore  .hort  .kirt.;  her  hair  wa.  Aort- 

her  boots  declaimed  aloud  that  life  was  a  rough  and 

toilsome  journey.    She   took   the  oxwhip,   whiS   .he 

-^ray.  earned  about  with  her.  from  a  comer  of  Z 

room   and   .napped    it.    hi.h    tentatively.     Th«    a, 

turned  to  Rob.  *«»i    ine 

,^,"^LT^^''r  '""*  '"«"i°8  "■    Ai^I  throne.." 
notified  ,um  m  very  correct  Kngli.h,  «  when  your.. 
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oa  night.     Ill  be  over  prewntlj,  Ma'y." 
of  1"  ty^  ""*''"'•  ''''°  '='™''  -"  t"  help  me   out 

.a.d  he.  but  they're  a  deVh-h  queer  ,ort  'rounf  Ifrl 
And  they  don-t  like  me.  They  been  antag^tagoni  .V 
n^.  from  the  start.  I  like  to  be  frien'ly.^hey  wS 
be  frien'ly  with  me."  -"'cywont 

"You  just  persevere."  Mary  encouraged  him-   for 
leartolc^  I'r*'^'  «>-  -"  ■n«raiS  in  him  i" 

^:^n;i::srsirX^.-X2 

There  are  some  queer  sorts  that  you'll  find  it  i. 
only  elevating,  after  aU,  to  make  friends  wUh "  .h. 
w«,t  on  brightly.     "You  won't  find,  t  e  wlwd  ovt 
a  heart  more  worthy  to  win  than  Virginia  StaJd'; 
-«.met.mes  called  'Mrs.  Byjo.'     And    by  the  w^ 
her  hne  «  traceable  from  the  very  grandest  and  IS 

Well,  I    who  write  this,  am  picking  up  the  riad- 
somest  thmgs  that  ever  befell,  along^wift  Z  S- 

b^o,.  Rob  I  don't  mind  being  the  kind  of  fooltl 
Ive  done  .t  up  in  blood-tissue,  and  tied  it  with  my 
heart-strmgs.  and  got  it  stowed  away  in  the^ldT 
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posit  rault  that  I  .han't  i       j 

'-y  old  body,  but  take  riJr,'^''""  """^  '  ■''-''  off 
-o«e  p  Je  the,  S  ^i-lw^r*"  ""^  "P  ^-"-"er 
So  much  for  that  ""^  •"^'^  »"« 

»bove  n>o.t  men.  .^  ^^   '"\''\'"  '"•"«'  -^  *««. 

««ch  high  f«.hf;„;  he  hr;''"  ""''  '"•'  ''''^  ■■" 

promising  hck  of  courting     t         u   *°  ^"*  '"  « 
»t"i«ht.    It  crossed  hirSd  tW  T        T*  "^'^  "^ 
light-footed  kdy    whom  T  1.  M       ""'^"^  »  «'f 'n 
-vially  in  New  Yorl  Tere   „:     ^T""^  ""^  «=- 
ot  "the  old  maid"  air     T,?"'  '"'"'  '"  *•"  P'-'^e 
Stingaree.    TreatL  . 'j  """^'"^  denominated  Mary 
lo%  manner,  he  "^h^l'J"  '"'"'°''  ""''  ^'^  h- 
wished  she  mi^hrsel    he  h'  ""•"'"■"-•"•W-h.     He 
•t  home.    He  t   Jto  ;     "'"^'°°'"  '"  '''•  <"^  house 
Pi%  at  hi.  .ou;:"'  *°  ""°^'^'  P"''^'   then  stared  stu- 

-^^^LS'ttrrktroV"^--^  ""''  '-'-^ 
o^  hi-  P«t  existence,  and  e^J'7'"""!  *»■«  -eties 
prehminary  to  his  dinr.„,  '  '"^^  "  *  "■e" 

«>e  whole  Repast  .i";:'^;;:^^.*"  -stitute 
">«  strata  of  visible  oZ^  .  ™  '"  "  ™"«i''t- 
w-  wholly  sedult  aTRob  •^""*'-  ^'^  '"'- 
He  did  not  even  stop'to  bttfe  '  H  'T^''  '"'"«'^- 
one  brown  slice  after  In  Tk  ,  '■^'"^'  ''"*  ^'^  off 
voured  the  car^o  y  t^r^  r""".  l'"  ?"'*^'  ""^  '- 
to  the  business  in  ha^d  ^°'"*'  '^P^"  "l^^otion 

w-  grateful  ^X    *  p  Je  r^'*''^"*-    «<>'' 
apparent  absent-mindedness  ^ 
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for  the  prolonged  withdraw!  of  her  di«,ui.ting  ey... 
He  had  another  re.olve;  to  retreat  before  the  arrival 
of  Mr..  Byjo  and.  alw,  of  that  .leep  which  he  already 
felt  creeping  in  upon  hinj  at  every  pore. 

"If  you'U  excuse  me,  Mi»  Sting-ree."  he  .aid  ris- 
ing, plainly  but  fully  gorged,  "I'll  retire,  with  your 
pm....on  r„  bea^bea.'ly_tircd-'pon  my  word." 
Mary  handed  him  a  candle.  By  it.  .mall  glow  he 
lumbered  up  the  litUe  .tairway  and  turned  into  hi. 
room.  At  the  door-end  of  hi.  apartment  he  could 
.tend  erect,  thereaflier  the  ceiling  .loped  down  into 
ultimate  extmction.  There  wa.  one  chair,  a  wooden 
wa8h.t«nd,  a  bit  of  a  round  Uble.  topped  by  «  Bibl^ 
and  there  wa.  hi.  bed. 

The  one  window  wa.  wide  open.  He  .hivered  as  he 
crept  up  to  it.  In  the  moonlight  beyond,  aU  the  majcty 
of  earth  lay  .tretched  before  him:  loud  ocean,  priestly 
height.,  vast  sleeping  forests,  strange,  omnipotent,  ajH 
palling-he  .hrank  back  with  a  .hudder,  only  to  face 
«g«un  the  Ignominy  and  de.olation  of  hi.  room. 

•  Oh,  my  God,"  he  almost  .obbed.  «  Penned  in  thi. 
shanty,  at  the  rough  end  of  Nothing  and  Nowhere. 
I  wonder  if  they  :,ave  been  fooling  me:  I  wonder  if  my 
fortune  ..really  lost."  He  ground  his  teeth.  "Iwi.h 
I  hadn  t  been  such  a  d-n  fool  a.  not  to  keep  straight 
nough  to  know  what  I  was  about-^n>  what-what 
*»*y  was  about.  Fll  di^-die,  in  this  mis-rable  place, 
an  I  know  it.  Well,  I'll  forget  my  «,r-*,rrow..  a^ 
night,  anyhow." 

He  drained  his  last  botUe  to  the  last  drop  and  then 
threw  himself  on  the  bed.  "What  kind  o'  mattrew 
«  this.  I  wonder?"  He  fumbled  with  dnmken  curios- 
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W^"®*r;    P'""  '""g  'tick*  o'  .tr,w.     Hor— 
hor«.  Wly  l.y  on  .traw.     Nev'  mind." 

Mary  fed  her  mother  the  la.t  time  for  that  nkhf 
then  endeavored.  un.ucce„fully.  to  rou^  Bate  irom 

rrof^rhfZitr*^----^--- 

The  beneficent  Mr,  Byjo  appeared  in  due  time. 

•  u  /,f°'  '■^'  *'"'  •"'■•^'  h"'kening,  «if  your  cud 
..n't  f u  1.  Full  o'  .ot..  Well,  they're  ^ut  of^cS 
for  to-night,  anyhow."  mucluef 

M.ry  had  finished  her  housework  for  the  night.  She 
looked  weary  enough,  and  pale,  but  her  eye.  were  not 
of  the  ,ort  that  faded,  they  were  extremel/wide  awake 
A  purpos^a  hope  to  .av^urned  in  thi,  that  lie 
them  a.  .f  they  kept  company  apart  in  iome  Zl 
where  heroes  wrestle  and  strive,  and  mind  not  deX 
but  only  to  strive  well.  Not  death,  nor  even  defeat  but 
only  to  stnve  to  the  utmost;   that  was  the  reahn  she 

and   had  tramed   early   for   victory.      We're   usuaT 

wl^n't'^mindr  t  '^'^^  °'  oJu^o.LT''^ 
we  don  t  mmd  tnumph  or  reward  so  much  as  just  only 

ness  that  hopeless  tasks,  even,  take  on  the  garb  of  cer- 
tam  execution  sometime. 

Mary-she'd  lived  a  long  time  i„  few  years,  or  else 

It   <>mTiii>a    nr  ..11 1  .       . 


race, 


, . '""»  "UK  in  lew  years 

biggest  empire  of  all  was  bom  in  h^r-to  run 
•   to  fight  the  battle  without  flinching,  «„d  then 


run  the  S 

to 
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"cdl  it .  d.y.»  «d  .  gi«d  d.y,  .„d  .  good  on.,  though 
It  r«„ed  from  d.wn  to  .u„«t.  with  bWk  thunderbolta 
thrown  .n  She  looked  out  from  her  window,  too.  «d 
drwk  m  the  «:en..  fwnili.r  ..  it  wa.,  with  an  e^rt-v 
of  awe;  and  lingered,  a.  if  «,me  Great  Soul,  out  there 
m  the  wa.tet,  wer.  offaring  her  unipeakabl.  br«ad 
■uia  wuic 


CHAPTER  V 

THE    TIDB    MAKEI    IK 

A  >LiA.  miMrjr  benumbed  Rob.  when  h^  ..„!,- 
:r"f- J*-- ««le  old  house  .ndt\   ini^'/.S 

ble^C  c  ito     ■"";.*~'r-'  -t"  »"  '^"d.  fro. 
""»  calf  to  quackinsr  duck.  fooA  .r,A   ; 

"Sm  j-r; :  ""*^' "'  •^"^<«     '""^ 

unSl^    "ir"*^'*r''^'  -g  together  in 
through  thHS^rjf  I'r  """'^  »™oke-wraith.. 

-pf ,  o/.x  ho.tu:^\r  ^^  ""''^  ■*■ 

of^^Wion  locL  awa;f ^.'„;t' i:.^!;""'"*  '" 
ma™.!!"'  *!;°"«''*  '^^  "'°*'°°'  t-ok  on  a  more  brightly 

;rrrLXT£:art'' tf  t  ^'^"'-'^"" 

tented  expre^.  a3  :;^t  to^^^  Txl:^^!- 

gentleman  in  you  would  conquer  "    So  R„h  •  ♦         !  I 

it.  and  he  ro.e  to  the  occion  "'**'P'"^^*^ 

Bate,  re.u,citated,  .^  i„  f„^  ^        ^^  ^^ 

•3 
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at  the  Uble  speechlessly.  He  wore  a  clean  collar,  which 
apology  had  to  condone  the  rest  of  his  appearance-  he 
seemed  entirely  satisfied  tlwt  it  did  so,  troubling  him- 
self with  nothing  save  a  rapid  sour-faced  consumption 
of  food.  Once  only  he  spoke,  and  that  without  looking 
up,  without  even  the  lifting  of  an  eyelash;  it  was  a 
loud  and  harsh  mandate  of  reproach  to  the  world  at 
large : 

"  Pass  the  butter." 

After  breakfast  Mary  took  Rob  out  to  show  him 
his  portion  of  land. 

"Of  course,  as  you  know,  you  must  plow  this," 
she  said.  "The  season  is  early,  for  this  climate. 
What  a  glorious  day  it  is!  You  may  have  the  oxen 
to  use  for  your  plowing  this  morning." 

Rob  made  one  of  his  courtliest  bows,  entirely  dis- 
posed to  put  Mary  off  her  guard: 
"  You  are  most  kind.  Miss  Stingaree." 
•'  Do  you  know  how  to  yoke  the  oxen  to  the  plow?  " 
"  Oh,  certainly,  I  shall  manage  with  ease.    Thanks. 
Thanks,  very  much.  Miss  Slingaree." 

Mary,  who  was,  if  the  truth  must  be  known,  about 
as  phant  and  romantic  a  farmer  as  Rob  himself,  went 
into  the  house.  Rob  made  a  virtuous  show  of  walking 
toward  the  barnyard  where  the  oxen  stood.  He  saw 
Bate,  tinkering  with  real  skill  and  ingenuity,  over  a 
gate  which  the  wind  had  dislodged  and  broken.  Bate 
did  not  look  up,  and  Hob  marched  deliberately  out  of 
sight,  with  the  absorbing  purpose  of  counting  his 
money  in  solitude.  He  searched  his  pockets  and  the 
contents  of  his  purse  with  feverish  anxiety,  for  he 
had  an  mipres,ion— nay,  he  recalled  clearly  now  the 
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recklMs   dissipation   which   had  marked   fl,« 

five  dollars  "^'"^"^  '"  *'»^^-«'  --  «%" 

Rob  researched  his  Dockets    fl,«  j„ 

I^rd,  what  a  fool  I  was  »    !}«»,       -..^   ... 
gasp  ff  S;;L  "'  '""'^''°«  '"■^'"^  -*  h"  '-' 

Dil^'eirtrt :  sti'l-  ''-''•  ^'""'  ^'-  >-"• 

to  drink    „„  ^'^  ^  "'  cigarettes.     Nothing 

«;  ri'Jst  :?::7  r-^*;  ««"*  -*  -th-whaf 

idiotic  foTass?     Wh  .    T'"  ""  '^'  '"J^-   ^''"t  «" 
doP    What.r/dor.''''*""''-''"^'^"'     ^«*'«I 

wluch  sonje  ™e„  were  loading  wilL  TT  "  "'^^' 

F.e  boaV  -aid  Rofc.  eriticall,  and  ingr.Uatingl^. 
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putting  his  handi  in  his  pockets  with  a  nonchalant  air, 
though  he  was  suspiciously  out  of  breath. 

"  Pine  nawthinV  bellowed  the  familiar  voice  of  Cap- 
ta-'n  Belcher.  "She's  the  contrariest  old  sucker  't 
ever  run  her  nozrie  through  salt  water.  Dum  old  suer- 
cide.  I've  a  good  mind  ter  let  'er  rip  next  time  she 
goes  smellin*  'round  for  a  ledge  ter  stave  'er  ribs  into." 
"Pshaw,  I  wish  I  owned  her.  She  looks  very  fine 
to  me,"  said  Rob,  with  truth  and  diplomacy  combined. 
"  I  see  that  her  nam«  is  '  Leevya  Potter.'  It's  a  pretty 
name.     Very." 

"  She'll  leave  ye.  all  right,"  responded  Captain 
Belcher,  "she'll  leave  ye  go  to  pot;  oh,  she's  the 
'  Leevya  Potter,'  all  right." 

The  men  guffawed  in  appreciation. 
"  I  think  it's  too  bad  to  talk  that  way  about  a  nice 
boat  like  that,"  Rob  pursued  his  devoted  way.  "  Looks 
to  me  like  first-class  wood  you're  loading  there.  Going 
to  the  States,  of  course?  Looks  as  though  you'd  be 
all  ready  to  sail  in  an  hour  or  so  now?  " 

The  men  looked  with  simple  curiosity  at  this  anomaly 
of  an  astute  New  Yorker. 

"  By  Tar  an'  Bloaters,  Daisy  Lee,"  roared  Captain 
Belcher;  "why,  you're  goin'  to  have  the  Leevya  Pot- 
ter for  a  pleasin'  dot  on  the  lan'scape  fer  a  long  whiles 
to  come.  Great  Tamarack !  she  ain't  half  loaded.  We 
got  ter  finish  our  plowin'  an'  haul  thirty  cord  more 
o'  birch  over  from  Owl's  Head,  an'  make  a  new  main 
boom  an'  rudder  for  'er  afore  she't  ready.  Don't  you 
werry  about  the  Leevya  Potter,  Daisy.  She's  goin'  to 
look  '  purty '  to  yt  an'  she's  goin'  to  look  '  nice '  to 
ye   layin'  here  on  her  old  eel-trap  o'  a  bottom  fer  a 
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long   whiles   to   come.     'Hour   or   ,o '  !_the   Leevya 

Potter. Don't  say  a  word-I  got  wore  out  with 

one  c.rcu.  yisterday,  an'  I'm  tendin'  to  business  to-day 
strictly."  ■' 

He  directed  some  wood  toward  the  hold  of  the  Leevya 
with  the  energy  of  «  gi«nt  and  shouted  his  orders  to 
ius  men. 

Rob  longed  for  the  retinue  which  but  a  few  short 
days  before  it  had  been  in  his  power  to  call  together 
to  punish  and  humiliate  this  coarse  offender.  The 
main  thing  in  his  consciousness,  however,  was  to  get 
a  passage,  somehow,  back  to  Waldeck,  as  his  starting 
place  for  the  journey  home.  He  swallowed  his  pride, 
he  buried  his  resentment.  It  was  on  his  tongue  to 
■ay:  1  will  give  you  the  worth  of  the  whole  cargo 
If  you'll  sail  me  over  to  Waldeck  station";  but  his 
fingers  felt  despairingly  only  the  two  doUars  and  six- 
teen cents  in  Jiis  pocket. 

"Wonder,"  ,aid  Rob,  in  hi.  lion-like  pursuance  of 
affabiLty,  amid  the  crash  of  lading  wood,  "wonder  if 
there  are  any  smaller  boats  'long  shore  here,  as-as 
seaworthy  as  this  one?  " 

"Jim's  got  a  top-notcher,"  observed  one  who  spoke, 
but  did  not  consider  the  question  of  consequence  enough 
to  turn  his  head. 

«  Where  is  Jim?  "  Rob  called  cheerfully  amid  the  din. 

Gone  'round  the  Gut  fishin'." 
"W}.ere  is  the 'Gut'?" 

"  'Way  off  yander  whar'  ye  kin  jist  see  the  big  ledgos 
buttm'  out." 

«  ^u^'r."  ?"''"  ^  "'  "'"y'"  ^"^  ""ggested  hopefuUy. 
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Rob  strolled  on.  Out  of  sight  of  the  men,  around 
a  bend  of  the  shore,  his  head  drooped. 

"  Better  place  to  die  down  here  by  the  water,  any- 
way,   he  muttered ;   "  not  so  dizzy." 

He  sat  down  on  a  crystallized  spar,  leaning  over,  hi. 
head  m  h.s  hands,  watching  the  incoming  tide.  After 
a  while  he  was  conscious  that  two  boys  had  seated  them- 
se  yes  sdently  on  two  bowlders,  one  on  either  side  of  him, 
mt,mately  close.    They  were  both  whittling  absorbedly. 

Ihe  younger  one,  conscious  that  Rob  was  astir,  said 
monotonously  withou't  lifting  his  eyes  from  the  ar- 
tistry of  his  jackhufe: 

aini^t?  ""'  ^""°^'  *°°'  *'''  """^  *'•'  *'•*"  ""''"  '■"  '«="'' 
Rob  made  no  reply.  The  older  boy  offered  no  sug- 
gestions. The  speaker  had  not  expected  a  reply; 
apparently,  he  was  entirely  without  grudge  or  dis- 
appoinment  at  this  lack  of  recognition  of  hi.  subject. 
■He  whittled  on. 

After  a  while  the  younger  boy  spake  again  in  the 
same  dispassionate  tone : 

"  Lon  Garby  trapped  a  b'ar  up  back  thar'  a  mild 
m  the  woods  last  night." 

He  whittled  on. 

After  a  long  interval,  the  peace  of  which  was  made 
more  profound  by  the  monody  of  the  waves,  he  said 
once  more: 

ain'w'"'  ^"°"^'  *°°'  "*'  ""^  *''"  ^'^'  """^'^  "  ^"''' 

Rob  spoke  the  seething  of  the  brine  answering  the 
bitterness  of  despair  in  his  own  soul: 

"  It  is    indeed— excruciatingly  ludicrous." 
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.  Jh*  ''7!  "'"'"''^  °"  '"   *■"=  •"""'  ""perturbed 
Uld  man   Trawlc,   „   courtin'   Widder   Treet   ud 

He  whittled  on. 

"  ^°  you  boys  know  of  anv   wav  f«   „  t 
Waldeck  station?"  said  Rob     "^        ^         ^''^  "''='  *° 

twl'r«i7J''*T;''.-'''  *'"  ^"""^^  ""y  (»«=  -a. 

Waldec'k."  ""^    ''*'"■'  '  "*^"  ^'*  ""--1  over  t' 

He  whittled  on. 

i.hld'^pS'e  of'  *'"  '""  '"^'  '"^'"«  -''«  °-  fi"- 
driftw  ^V  T"'"^  ""•*  ""'''"■"«  among  a  pile  of 
drftwood  for  further  crude  material,  "once    I  went 

I't  W  1°  ^""T"'-  ^''*''-  ''^^edThoreToo 
RnVle   L^  ',  T    ""  ™"  "8"""''  "^  thar'  by 

nZ   I         ^^  ""    '  ''''"'"'   ''^^""   "-'W   around   the 
.hore  home.    Father-he  waited  f'r  the  tide." 
Ihey  both  whittled. 

anZtXS;%:iTrt'H'~^  r^  '"°"'^' 

ain't  it?"  ^      "  *"^'  '""'"^'  '"  »>"«, 

.aidLr^'  "  •'"''"  *"  ""  -P-ed-ted  degree," 
yoll7'''  '"'"•"'  ."'*'^"'  »"''  «°'"' "  -"tinned  the 
ti>enie.  Six  hours  she  takes  ter  ebb  out,  an'  .,V  K„..., 
«ne  -uues  ter  make  in.    Kind  o'  funny,  tool^"     "^"" 


f'i 


41 


W  POWER    LOT 

"  I've  already  expressed,  as  well  as  I  kn,  t  how,  my 
sense  of  the  extreme  gleefulness  of  the  busii  -ss,"  Rob 
interrupted,  his  eyes  black  and  savage  with  ni  -wry. 

The  boys  whittled  on,  undisturbed  and  unemi  ttered. 
The  younger  iipake: 

"  Got  an  order  fr  a  mess  o'  clams  off  Ma'y  Sting'ree. 
Guess  I'll  hike  off  an'  rake  'em  up  'fore  the  tide  makes 
in  too  fur." 

He  folded  up  his  knife;  laid,  unregretfully,  the  treas- 
ures of  his  patient  toil  to  be  swallowed  up  of  the  next 
seamaw  on  the  beach  and  rose;  the  older  boy  followed 
his  example.  As  informally  as  they  had  come  they 
trudged  away,  around  a  bend  to  the  flats.  Rob  was 
alone  again,  but  not  for  long. 

With  a  hoe  over  one  shoulder  and  a  bucket  of  clams 
weighing  down  the  other  slender  arm,  came  CleoU 
Thibault  homeward,  singing,  along  the  beach.  She 
had  on  a  blue  skirt,  a  pink  waist,  a  green  apron,  and  a 
boy's  brown  soft  felt  hat;  that  last  was  the  sorrow  of 
this  occasion  to  the  girl,  for  Cleota  had  a  new  Sunday 
hat,  and  she  loved  it  with  a  sort  of  tender  human  love; 
she  had  stood  dandling  it  that  very  morning,  riven  of 
heart  desiring  to  wear  it,  even  clamming;  but  pru- 
dence had  finally  conquered,  and  that  of  Cleota's  own 
volition,  for  she  had  neither  mother  nor  any  other 
female  relative  to  act  as  guardian  over  her,  poor  lass. 
And  now  here  she  was  in  the  old  brown  felt,  and  there 
was  the  beautiful  aristocratic  new  young  man — who 
had  come  to  Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us— disclosed  before 
her  on  the  beach.  She  ceased  her  song  and  made  haste 
to  get  past  unobserved. 

Now  what  Rob  noted  first  in  the  luminous  picture 
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the  dull  old  hat  for  her  bright  brown  curl,,  her  bright 
™In     .  "*''?  ~'°"  *""«>  '■°  comparison.     The  young 

.„„  i  "^  '^''P"''  °^  ^'  «"'t»d«-  Humanity 
conquered  vanity.  uiuauiiy 

P„l°°?'*/r.*'"^  y""'"""  «"■■"'  t°  Mk"  it  over  to 
Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  Mr.  Lee?  May  be  you  lile 
.t  better  down  to  Bear  River  where  me-Tl  live?"  she 
added  .nnoeently  It  was  evident  that  CapUin  Bel  t^ 
ers  invention  of  "  Daisv  L«. "  l.„j  j  x        - 

-broad  in  Bear  Rive"  ^""^  ''""^"^^ 

"My  name  is  Robert  Hilton."  R„b  answered  drear- 
ily- i!n.o.t  w.th  tears  in  his  eyes,  while  his  lip  cur^^ 
W)ti.  mortification  and  anger  '^ 

Vou  mus    not  m.nd.  Mr.  Hilton,"  said  she    «n- 
proachmg  a  step  or  two.    «  All  the  folks  'roun'  hIrZ 

"  Why?  » 

"Wa-a-al,»  said  she.  drawling  a  serious  though  de- 
I.C.OUS  adaptation  of  the  common  idiom;  "  wf a  ^T 
firs'  hey  d.d  call  me  '  Cloves  '  for  Cleota.  then  '  Ci^na-' 
rnon.-  then  '  Allspice,'  an'  sometimes  <  Pepper,'  an'  now 
hey  call  me  '  Cuby '  f„r  g„„rf  .„,  „„,  ^^Je  2  tZl 
thmgs  grows  m  Tuhv   a^„h  .....  .,■....  ^"' 
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"You  are  tropical  in  beauty,  that  is  sure.  You 
have  so  much  of  it,  I  mean,"  said  Rob.  "  What  may  1 
caD  you?  " 

"  Why,  of  course,  I  shaU  call  you  Mister  Hilton,  and 
you  call  me  Miss  Thibault.  It  is  pronounce'  Tee-bo. 
It  is  French.  My  father  is  French,  but  me— I  am 
American.    I  was  bom  to  Bear  River." 

"  Bear  River  was  very  lucky  to  have  you  bom  to  it," 
asserted  Rob,  now  with  genuine  warmth.  Then  the 
monologue  of  his  thoughts  reasserted  itself: 

•'  Do  you  know  of  anj»  way  I  could  get  over  to  Wal- 
deck,  Miss  Tee-bo?" 

Cuby  shook  her  head.  In  the  first  place  she  did  not 
want  him  to  go;  in  the  second  place  she  was  fuUy  de- 
termined he  never  should  go  until  he  had  seen  that 
Sunday  hat.- 

"  My  father  is  not  a  fisherman,"  she  said,  tossing  her 
head.  «  He  have  no  boat.  My  father  has  a  team  of 
two  horses  an'  a  very  strong  harness,  coirt  hivn  ieefty 
dollar.  My  father's  business  is  a  haulin'  wood.  Cap'n 
Jim  Turbine— ho  came  to  my  father  to  hire  him  to  meet 
the  vcsael  when  she  coma  in,  an'  he-ul  up  you  an'  thtm 
trunk*.  My  fathe/',  he  would  not  do  s<i— he  like  so 
much  better,  you  nee,"  ,ttid  Cuby,  ^n^h  blushing  apol- 
ogy, "  to  hau;  the  wood." 

She  had  bet u  constantly  drawrg  nearer  to  him,  with 
the  ferainire  compassion  for,  m.d  authority  over,  a 
handsome  ymng  man  in  afflicti  n.  Now,  she  sat  dowr 
on  the  bowlder  where  the  younger  boy  had  been. 

"There- is-Lo-way? "  s«:d  Rob  slowly,  his 
stramed  blue  eyes  looking  out  ';o  sea. 

"  You  look  a'  me,  Mistev  Hilton,"  said  Cubv.  the 


^^wmmLMimmi:  «  -ibi'j  '  ^^"^^ 
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bashful  maiden  no  longer,  but  suddenly  become  a  guide 
and  monitress  under  the  drift  and  levehng  of  circum- 
stance. She  shook  a  smaU  brown  finger  at  him.  "You 
look  a'  me,  an'  mind  what  I  say,  everything." 

Rob  turned  his  wistful  eyes  to  her  appeaUngly. 

"You  don't  like  it  very  wcU  there  where  you  come 
to  Kve.  I  do'n'  blame  you.  Ma'y  Sting'ree,  she's 
a  proud,  stuck-up,  hotty  ol'  Baptis',  that's  what 
she  IS." 

"I  guess  you're  right,"  said  Rob  wonderingly; 
"what  makes  ber  a  Baptis'?" 

"  'Cause  she  sings  so  lond  in  the  meet'n.  Me— I  go 
to  meet'n',  but  1  make  mywlf  very  stiU  an'  very  far 
back  in  the  meefn'house.  The  meet'n'house  is  a  holy 
place,"  said  Cuby,  as  if  speaking  by  rote,  her  eyes 
downcast,  her  little  hand  stroking  the  blue  skirt  softly. 
Rob  was  entranctd. 

"  You  conld  sing  us  loud  as  she  if  you  tried,  I  bet," 
he  said  gracefully;   "couldn't  you?" 

"Wa-a-al,  by  Ut,  I  .lin't  ssyin'  lotbin',"  replied 
Cuby,  with  that  utter  cilloqu-aiism  intu  which  she 
sometimes  sweetly  and  unconscioi  s-y  i .  apsed.  But  her 
manner  )tft  the  faci  of  h'-r  musical  ability  to  remain 
undispuh  i 

Like  a  'letfi  1  child,  Rcbs  mind  ajjain  reverted  to 
hie  vojs: 

""Sou  Jon't  know  oi'  any  :^ay,  Cuby— dear— for  me 
ta  get  over  to  Waldeck?  " 

'Rober',  no,  I  do'n'  know  ,,ny  way,  an'  I  think  you 
make  y<  irselt  a  fool  to  „ot  think  o'  nothin'  but  jus' 
\Ty\n'  to  get  back  where  you  corne  from.  Why  don't 
vi.ii  he  8ii>ii-arl — rmarrt,  Rohci'V  " 
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.  "u   {  ""  T"  '  """"  "'•'«'  the  Wuff-I  would     I 
would  ,how  the^  how  I  w..  ^^,_^^/?r'    ' 

loo'w^"^'/""   ''""'  *'"™-     Now.   hVn-they   «U 

you  Rot"  '  ^  '  \"°'  "•"*  ''  "  *^^^  '"'"k-  And 
you  Rober,  you  are  big  an'  rtrong  an'  more  «ood- 
lookm.  „  any  of  then,'.  You  jus'  Lu  the  b  uff^ 
do  the  /ann.„g  an'  get  the  money,  .o  then  you  cf^ 

%:::^7:jzr'-  *'^^«  *"«  ^-  "•"^.  -•  ^e  ..e 

altogether  despondent.     « I  don't  know  how.    I.  driv- 
«.g  those  horned  beast,  up  and  down  that  infetal 

awtuj.    I  wish— I  wish  I  was  dead"' 

its^f tr  lh?br"f '""^r"  """"^  "^P*  "-'  -»«»  '-^ 

«  Rotr     t'  T  r"  "'  "■  '"''*^*  ™  »"»''"  ■-•"^ 

you  had.  an'  all  your  big  pile  o'  money.    But  now  you 

rLrLi:;.""  -'-'  "^  -"•  ^  *^"  --  ^^  -« -s 
- 1  .t  rr  de2^r« '''  '^  ^--^  ---  ''■o-d. 

«  There's  a  road-„ot  so  steep,"  said  Cuby.    «  You 
.een  where  they  loadin'  the  '  Leevya '?_wa i-al.  over 
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tt;t'if;:X«rp;''-^^^^^^^^^  road  be,i„. 

near  «o  gteep.     Vow    if  f.  ♦       ,    ■"""••  "'"y  not 
n.orrow  you  put  „„  'th'    u    *r;  1"*'^  '"^J^'  ^ut  to- 

them  ,o„„e,f  w^^h'thebt  fafk  luh  "T'  "'  '"^'' 
-t  oxen;  .„.  y„„  ,„„,  Cn  hie  l^tt'th'r' •''''" 
■ome  rock-weed  fn-  ♦    j  *"'""  ""   «et 

««t  thin,  Tj;:  i:  t:z  r-  ^''-  '^^^^ .-.  the 
""cubv^?"  •-^''  -d'^::d;"a,X"'''° 

Cuby  laughed  with  merry  indulgence      «M.     ", 
father,  we  don't  know  nothin'  'bo^  f       •  ^    '"    ""^ 
«>"t  I  .ee  them   what  they  do     The"  K    7 '"\r"'"'" 
weed  for  to  unr^oj  x.  ^  """'  "P  the  rock- 

up  of  the  t^'X  ''"  ^'  ""'■  "■"•  '^°'  *^«^  ^"' 

lating  that  sort  If  frf  *°'"«  """'«'  »-"■"■'- 

W1;/™y  verrSltr/menr^  '^•--'  '^°  ^^^ 
at  h.m  :';;1tS:';7«^''"  -ughter.  .hak,„g 
accidentall.^cqS"*:;;.'!"''"'*":'''  ''"•^'  »— r 
not  the  ground  to  I'ell  T  ^°"  ""u" '  ^^  ^°"  "«''«■ 
toe,.     Sure.     'TLsoVT.r  '''''" ''''"^  "°  Pota- 

bums  the  charlll     he     "^    T''  """  """^^  ^"'^^   -* 
them,  what  they  d^~ThevT    tTl  '"*  '  '^"^^  "- 

e,eer«tion,.....,ritU.^'22     :.S 
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ground.  Also,  you  mus'  do  so,  an'  you  mus'  not  mind, 
for  if  you  have  not  the  stinkin'  ground  then  you  shall 
have  no  potatoes." 

Rob  listened  in  astound  and  admiration.  Her  face 
was  as  fair  as  a  flower,  her  teeth  were  as  white  as  pure 
linen  seven  times  washed. 

"  I  think  I  shall  take  your  advice,"  he  considered 
aloud,  "  provided  you  will  keep  on  advising  me." 

"  Sure,"  said  Cuby  competently,  "  I  shall  always  tell 
you  what  to  do  next — and  may  be  you  will  have  good 
potatoes,  an'  then  they  shall  not  make  fun  at  you." 

"  Will  >ou  show  me  how  to  get  rock-weed  and  fish- 
gurry?"  Rob  soliloquized  audibly,  inclining  ever  to 
Cuby  as  the  sole  point  of  effulgence  left  in  a  cold  and 
dreary  world. 

"Didn't  I  tell  you,  I  shall  tell  you  everything  you 
shall  do,  so  they  shall  not  make  a  laugh  at  you?  But 
you — ^you  mus'  make  the  big  bluff  at  them— or  it  shall 
all  be  no  good."    She  sighed. 

"  It  won't  make  people  talk  unkindly  about  youf  " 
said  Rob. 

"  No,  for  I  am  good.  Some  is  bad:  about  them  is 
talk.  But  me — no.  I  am  good.  My  father  an'  Cap'n 
Jim  Turbine,  they  tarn  to  hell  anybody  w'at  talk  about 
me,"  concluded  Cuby  with  placid  satisfaction. 

"  Good,"  said  Rob,  "  you're  all  right.  I  wonder 
if  I  could  find  somebody  to  take  charge  of  my  charac- 
ter. Well,  never  mind.  I  think  you  are  saving  my 
life  and  reason.  At  what  time  will  you  be  here  to- 
morrow morning  to  meet  me?  " 

"  Nine  o'clock.  You  got  to  'ump  yourself  an'  git 
a  move  on  to  make  a  farm." 
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"  I'm  used  to  sleeping  late,  but  I  don't  care  how  soon    I  y 
I  get  out  of  that  old  Samanthy-Tildy-Ann  bedquilt  of  ^ 
a,  room  of  mine." 

"  Ma'y  Sting'ree  is  a  nice  housekeeper,"  declared 
Cuby  virtuously. 

"  She's  an  old  hen  of  a  schoolteacher,  that's  what 
she  IS,"  replied  Rob. 

Cuby's  heart  leaped  and  she  adjudged  it  safe  to  ex- 
penment  still  further  with  the  function  of  justice: 

"Ma'y  Sting'ree  is  only  twenty-five." 

«  She  has  lied  about  her  age,  then.  She  is  forty,  if 
she's  a  day." 

Cuby  ceased  temporizing  further  in  Mary's  behalf, 
and  laughed  with  a  joyful  sympathy  she  could  not 
conceal.  .  Rob  seemed  to  her  a  beautiful  young  man.       ' 
There  was  a  cut  to  his  clothes  and  a  general  air  about 
him  that  was  foreign  and  adorable.     He  had  the  blue 
eyes  and  the  fair  mustache  of  that  hero  in  her  fa- 
vorite novel— the  one  who  leaped  to  the  ninth  floor  of 
the  burning  tenement  and  rescued  "  Alva,"  the  factory 
girl,  to  whom   he  was   secretly  betrothed.      This   ro- 
mance, Cuby  adjudged  by  all  means  to  be  a  work  of 
art.    Its  precepts  and  its  tragedies,  of  which  there  was 
no  stint,  abided  with  her.     As  for  Mary   Stingaree, 
Cuby   admitted   to   herself   she   was   a   clever   woman, 
learned  and  superior,  and,  to  the  keen  instinct  of  one 
of  her  own  sex,  a  dangerously  aUuring  and  fascinating 
woman. 

So,  when  Cuby  heard  Rob's  words,  coupled  with  the 
frank  distaste  gleaming  in  his  eyes  and  curling  his 
lip,  she  laughed  deliciously : 

"  Rober 


you 


not  make  the  fun  at  her.' 
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"  I  wish  you  lived  up  at  Power  Lot,  Cu'jj." 

"  Oh,  there  is  only  a  short  road  and  the  hill." 

"  It's  the  deuce  of  a  hill,  though." 

"  You  forget  me — what  I  tell  you.  There  ig  a  road 
not  so  steep.  Now  I  mus'  go  'ome.  I  should  ask  you 
to  dinner,  but  I  get  no  dinner  until  night.  Then  my 
father  comes  'ome  from  a-choppin  an'  haulin'  the 
wood,  an'  I  get  then  the  dinner.  I  shall  go,"  said  she, 
rising  promptly.     "  You  also  mus'  go." 

"  Yes,"  Rob  deplored,  «  Pll  go.  You  are  sure  that 
you  will  be  here  when  I  come  to-morrow?  " 

"  May  be  so  an'  may  be  not,"  flaunted  Cuby,  pursu- 
ing the  tantalizing  methods  of  proud  Alva  of  the  tene- 
ments.   "  But,  anyway,  you  shall  come." 

Rob  gallantly  took  up  the  bucket  of  clams  and  the 
hoe.  Cuby  blushed  with  satisfaction  at  this  approved 
and  elegant  consummation  of  the  opening  chapter  of  her 
romance,  and  walked  unburdened  at  his  side,  her  head 
held  very  erect,  health  palpably  radiating  from  her  as 
a  perfect  creation  of  nature. 

"Is  there  anything  like  a  shop  anywhere  around 
here,"  questioned  Rob ;  "  where  a  fellow  could  purchase 
a  few  cigarettes,  I  mean?  " 

"  Sure.  What  for  do  you  take  us?  There  is  a  store 
to  Bear  River.".— And  to  Cuby's  mind  it  comprehended 
all  the  variant  wants  of  mankind. — "There  it  is,  off 
there  where  you  see  the  team  of  oxen  standin'.  Now 
give  to  me  the  clams  an'  my  hoe.  I  wish  you  not  to 
go  to  my  'ouse  with  me.  No — give  them  to  me.  You 
shall  be  late  'ome ;  an'  Ma'y  Sting'ree,  she  will  take  Ler 
gad-stick  from  behin'  the  door  " — laughter  interrupted 
Cuby's  derision — "an'  lick  you.    What,  Rober'?  " 
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«  You  are  cruel,  like  the  rest,"  said  Robert,  boyish 
disappointment  and  desperation  showing  on  his  clear- 
cut  features. 

"Not,"  intimated  Cuby,  with  patronizing  tender- 
ness,    not  if  you  make  the  big  bluff." 

«  Wen,  give  me  a  kiss  to  start  me  bold  on  that  way. 
Cuby— Cuby,  darling."  ^ 

J  .'a  Alva  of  the  tenement-fire,  Rob  felt  a  smart  slap 
m  his  face  and  awakened  to  see  Cuby  disappearing  with 
the  hoe  and  clam  bucket,  which  she  had  snatched  ruth- 
lessly from  his  now  bereft  and  aching  hands.  He  gazed 
after  her,  f orsakenly. 

"Don'  forget  to  bring  rek'  an'  pitch-a-fork  when 
you  come  down  to-morrow,"  she  called  back  to  him, 
brightly  affectionate,  from  a  distance. 

"All  ri^t,"  he  responded,  with  a  rebound  of  hope 
in  his  snout.  He  watched  her  retreating  form— a  step 
clastic,  tireless,  and  graceful. 

Rob  went  in  search  of  the  store;  entered  it  with  a 
sense  of  curiosity  and  dismay  which  struck  even  the 
hardened  case  of  the  proprietor  as  unflattering. 

"  I'll  take  some  •  Maud  Dancer '  cigarettes,"  said  he. 
Jingling  the  coin  in  his  pocket. 

"I  ain't  got  none,"  replied  that  authority,  without 
the  least  accent  of  regret  therefor. 
"  What  kind  have  you?  " 

"  No  kind,  an'  no  segars.     No  call  for  'em.     Old  X 
plug's  the  favorite  with  my  custom.    Good  for  smokin', 
good  for  chewin'.     Want  some?  » 
"  Is  there  any  other  store  about  here?  " 
"  I  ain't  got  time  to  go  out  and  look,"  was  the  en- 
tirely sarcastic  answer. 
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"  You  would  know,  probably,"  retorted  Rob  sternly, 
straightening  himseK. 

"  Sure.  I  reckon  somebody  'd  'a'  dropped  in  an'  told 
me.  I'm  apt  ter  git  the  nevrs  in  here  's  soon  's  it  drops 
off  the  wire." 

"  Give  me  some  of  your  '  Old  X'  then,"  demanded 
Rob,  throwing  a  dollar  on  the  counter.  The  store- 
keeper counted  out  the  change.  Rob  drew  on  a  glove 
before  he  consigned  the  greasy  silver  and  pennies  to 
his  poci'.ot. 

Presently  he  reappeared. 

"  Got  anything  air-tight  to  put  this  stuff  in?  "  he 
inquired,  with  some  sarcasm  on  his  own  part. 

The  storekeeper  grinned,  and  laid  a  common  clay 
pipe  on  the  counter. 

"  Have  you  no  other  kind?  "  Rob  asked,  still  severely. 

"  Nope.". 

"How  much?" 

"  Cent." 

Rob  threw  the  coin  down  from  his  gloved  hand  with 
disgust  and  took  up  the  pipe.  Presently  he  again  re- 
appeared. 

"  Give  me  some  matches,"  he  said,  crossly  tossing 
some  small  change  on  the  counter. 

"  Now  you're  all  right  for  a  smoke,  Mr.  Lee,"  said 
the  storekeeper  good-naturedly. 

Rob  drew  near  the  man  with  a  genuine  glitter  of  steel 
in  his  e  es.  "  My  name  is  Hilton,"  he  said,  through  set 
teeth. 

"  Somebody's  got  ye  twisted  then ;  I  hcem  yer  name 
was  Lee.  Wal',  ef  ye're  like  me  ye're  ready  to  say 
'Call   me   anythin'   but   Late   to   Dinner.'     Ho,   ho! 
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H«,^ha!    Wal'.  come  in  ag'in,  Mister  Hilton,  come  in 

panX!"'"'"'  ''  *'"  "^   '"'°"''^"'''  P""P'""«  -'^ 

,     «  m  J  r'f      ri'"*^  ^■■°'"  ""^  P-«  °f  W,  body.  ]     / 
„      ,T     f    "P  *°  *••'  *°P  ^'"  P^'^'^Wy  strike  a  wind  ^^ 
a    cold  and  st,fF  as  Labrador.    There  isn't  a  level  foot 
alon     here  for  a  fellow  to  stop  and  get  his  wind.     i°i 

a  bowlder  a  mmute,  and  see  if  I  can  start  a  fire  on  this 
nasty  apology  for  a  smoke." 

.,.^^"'tf  i**'  "^^^  P'P"  ""''•  ^'*''  considerable  diffl- 
cuty  hghted  it.  The  taste  seemed  to  give  him  1 
extensive  field  for  nauseous  speculation.  *  '  '"°'  "" 
It's  molasses  and  ginger,"  he  said.  "No.  it's 
molasses  and  onions.  The  only  thing  there  «,„•*  in  it  is 
tobacco     Phew,"  he  complained.  «  and  I  have  to  draw 

I  m  glad  ,t  don't  come  any  easier.  Molasses  and-cafl 
It  molasses  and  Cuby.  It's  got  all  kinds  of  flavorin'- 
exceptm'  tobacco.'* 

r  '^"'f  7' *^  y"""*  •"-'«  f«ee.  He  continued 
the  a,eent  of  the  hiU,  appearing  at  the  summit  with 
the  hopeful  s,gn,  at  least,  of  a  discarded  overcoat,  and 

IT  f^  ^'^l  '^"^  ^""^  ^""^  •>"*  1^"'^  -»'''--  -nd 
gmger  for  much  strenuous  pulling. 
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TWENTY    CENTS   AN    HOCK 

Masy  Stinoareg  had  been  reinforced  beforehand  as  to 
the  methods  it  would  be  necessary  to  pursue  with  that 
spoiled  son  of  fortune,  Robert  Hilton.  Mary  had  not 
sought,  nor  craved,  the  disagreeable  task;  it  having 
been  imposed  upon  her,  she  stood  up  to  it  bravdy,  and, 
as  was  her  nature,  unfalteringly. 

"  Of  course,  you  wish  to  work  to  pay  your  board, 
until  you  can  earn  some  money  of  your  own  for  that 
purpose,"  she  said  to  Rob.  "  We  will  be  business-like 
about  it.  Your  board  will  be  three  dollars  a  week. 
Your  labor,  though  you  are  inexperienced,  we  will  call 
worth  twenty  cents  an  hour.  That  is  the  lowest  price 
for  board  and  the  highest  rate  for  labor  ever  paid 
about  here.  I  wish  that  you  could  get  in  a  couple  of 
hours'  work  on  the  woodpile  this  very  afternoon.  Bate 
was  away  so  long,  the  woodpile,  as  you  can  see,  is  get- 
ting ver     !ow." 

Rob's  astonishment  gave  place  on  the  instant  to  burn- 
ing inward  wrath.  The  earth  had  been  his,  and  the 
fulhiess  thereof.  People  were  fed,  and  extravagantly 
fed — and  wined  too — as  a  matter-of-course.  The  idea 
that  he  must  pay  for  a  paltry  dinner  of  beans  and 
coarse  bread  by  actual  manual  labor  was  so  startling 
as  to  plur.ge  him,  in  his  own  estimation,  to  a  fatal  fall 
among  the  scum  and  outcast  of  creation.     It  gave  a 
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^£rTj.  "'"^""^  '""''  *°  •'"■'*'""  '"''^•'  •^^  -'y  -' 
He  hated  Mary  Stingaree  as  the  mean,  used  to  com- 
pel h.m  to  th,8  Ignominy.  For-it  flashed  over  him- 
he  could  not  of  course,  let  a  woman-who  was  of  no  kin 
to  h,m,  at  that-<;onfessedly  put  the  bread  of  charity 
into  his  mouth.  ^ 

Moreover.  Rob  was  growing  irritable  from  the  un- 
usual  deprivation  he  was  suffering  from  having  no 
strong  dnnk  at  his  command.    It  was  a  fierce  dilemma 

madly.     And  unreasonmgly  now,  one  thought  made  a 
slrgaL       "    ^°'    ^''    distemper-he    hated    Mary 

Mary  apparently,  was  too  much  preoccupied  to  per- 
ceive ether  his  dislike  or  his  displeasure. 

"The  ax  and  saw  are  out  there  by  the  woodpile," 
she  said  bnghtly  and  encouragingly,  and  tum^  to 
contmue  her  own  work  in  the  house. 

Rob,  pulling  away  at  his  unsatisfactory  pipe,  saun- 
tered malignantly  to  the  woodpile  and  stood^th  his 

i^int^nti  '''  '  '''''  "^«  ^  ^'^"«- 

2  '^"''^'^'^T  *°  '''"•     '^'"^  '""^  --*  fl-t.  -de- 

to  Rob'  X  %  ""u'"  """•    ^""^  "'  "dicule  added 

to  Robs  wrath,  for  he  was  in  full  view  of  the  house 
windows  and  the  whole  surrounding  hamlet.  He  laid 
down  his  pipe,  put  off  his  overcoat,-put  off,  presently 
his  very  coat,  and  clenched  his  teeth  in  a  desperafe' 
struggle  with  this  unwieldy  subject.  He  smothered  his 
gasps,  he  Ignored  his  aching  back;  the  sweat  ran  from 
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his  wet  hair  down  his  face;  he  even  felt  n  drop  fall 
now  and  then  on  his  blistering,  swollen  hands.  When 
he  did  lift  his  head  orcasionallj,  willfully  unconscioii'i 
that  his  mortal  frame  was  really  a  pathetic  spectacle  oi 
red  and  wilted  exhaustion,  he  whistled. 

In  spite  of  all— and  it  was,  indeed,  his  utmost — the 
pile  of  sawn  wood  seemed  to  increase  but  exceeding 
slowly.  And  he  had  meant  to  dawdle  down  to  the  shore 
again  that  afternoon,  not  to  hide  himself  in  melancholy 
contemplation  on  a  spar,  but  to  stand  out  conspicuously 
against  the  bluffs  as  a  possible  target  for  the  approach 
of  beautiful,  gay-colored  Cuby  Tee-bo. 

N^Old  Fly-by-Night,"  said  Rob,  many  times,  under 
his  breath,  not  of  sweet  Cuby,  but  of  that  other  woman, 
who,  with  her  bright  regal  eyes  pondering  many  things, 
was  singing  unconsciously  as  she  washed  the  dishes, 
"  tidied  up,"  tended  her  poor  mother,  and  set  about 
preparing  the  chowder  for  supper. 

Bate  left  his  plow  in  the  adjoining  field  to  come  over 
to  the  spring  for  a  drink  of  water.  He  paused  a  mo- 
ment at  Rob's  shoulder,  even  his  morose  nature  affected 
by  the  moving  spectacle  of  that  young  man's  perspiring 
pains. 

"  Say,  you  look  beat  out,"  he  volunteered  in  growling 
sympathy. 

"Nonsense,"  panted  Rob;  "the  wind  has  changed, 
that's  all.    It's  turned  as  hot  as  Tophet." 

"  No,  the  wind  ain't  shifted  neither,"  replied  Bate, 
very  literally ;  "  it's  you." 

Rob  had  seen  him  drink  at  the  spring  and  he  could 
bear  it  no  longer.  He  marched  over  and  fed  at  that 
pellucid  fountain,  deep  and  long.     When  he  returned 
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Bate  wa.  .till  standing  by  the  little  pile  of  sawn  wood 
cont«nplat;„g  it  with  judicial  pity  and  wondc 

Say,  ye  done  a  .mart  little  jol>-con,idcrir>  •  .aid 
he.  I  never  .een  a  man  work  so  mad  an'  pcggy." 
The  mam  th.ng  now,  however,  with  Rob  wa,  thaf  hi, 
th.r.^m.ta„tly  returned.     It  .eemed  utter,  insatiab 

Look  here,  Bate,"  .aid  he  in  a  lew  tone,  doggedly 
P.ckmg  up  h,.  .aw,  «  do  you  know  of  any  place  Wd 
here  where  a  fellow  could  get  a  little  ni/o"^  .ometh"^ 
besides  air  to  drink?"  ""uieining 

How  do  I  know  but  what  you'd  go  an'  give  u.  away  ?^' 

somefmes-/    don'    know-when    some    stranger- 
body  come.  ,„  shore,  they  mo'nt  have  a  little  sometE' 

to-nitht  a:.  :ir  '  -"'"*  ^-'-  -  --nar; 

'•  I'll  share  it  even  with  you  if  you  will."  «dd  Rob. 

Uot  any  money?  "  muttered  Bate 
Rob  thrust  his  hand  rapidly  in  his  pocket. 

Don't^t  i'  .^''*'  '""'*''"'  wamingIy_«go  o«y. 
Don  t  let  Ma'y  see  ye  fishin'  for  money  whiLrt  w-'re 
standin' talkin' together."  "'w.re 

wifM*  *'•!.''«■""'"«  '"'"  ^°°  '"*«•     Before  Rob  could 

ha  h  TJl"  .'''"1  '"""  •"'  P"''''^*  ''^  -""^ed  that  Ws 
hat  had  been  knocked  from  his  head  by  some  individu J 

I    I    rL"f  "  '*'"«'"^  """  administered  to  one 

:m:t!:hir^''"^^^''°'^'*--'^-^->'-i„.«:: 

fid  Jtce'"*' "'  '"'■  ^°"  ^•'-tr''-''""  -«» •  -- 
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to  this  time  Rob,  dazed  and  marveling,  had 
fancied  the  aggressor  to  be  Mary  Stingarce,  but  he 
turned  to  confront  a  short,  stout  woman,  wearing  a 
man's  hat,  and  a  general  manner  that  was  the  culmina- 
tion of  dauntlessness. 

"  Don't  you  jump  at  me  again,"  said  the  incensed 
and  marveling  Rob. 

"  '  Jump  at  you,'  "  sniffed  the  woman.  "  I  wouldn't 
take  you  as  a  gift,  by  Jo!— not  with  a  thousand  acres 
thrown  in." 

Rob  stooped,  picked  up  his  hat,  and  brushed  it 
angrily. 

"  Got  out  o'  here,"  he  said  to  the  queer  woman. 
She  laughed,  switched  around  an  ozwhip  that  she 
had  been  holding  in  her  left  hand,  raised  it,  and  cracked 
the  lash  in  the  air  with  ringing  exuberance. 

"  You  measly  little  puppies,"  she  cried,  "  out  here 
arrangin'  to  make  a  pair  o'  selfish  dung-hill  swine  o' 
yerselves,  with  Mary  Stingaree,  in  there,  that's  given 
up  her  dearest  hopes  in  life  to  come  home  and  take  care 
of  her  mother  and  you ! " 
Mrs.  Byjo  caught  her  valiant  breath,  and  continued: 
«  She  was  depending  on  you,  Bate,  to  help  this  other 
feller,  and  you  know  it,  you  hog;  and  she  was  depending 
m  this  other  soft  sqush  of  a  fool  to  help  you  along,  and 
you  both  know  it.  And  you'll  set  your  lazy  good-for- 
nothing  carkisscs  down  on  that  poor  young  woman  for 
dependence,  and  tear  the  heart  out  o'  her  with  your 
mean  brute  ways.  A  dog  is  away  beyond  ye,  in  heart 
and  intellect  both,  by  Jo !  Look  at  yerselves !  Ain't  ye 
proud?  Think  yerselves  over  a  little,  ye  measly  lard- 
drippin's.    Or,  if  ye  can't  stand  it  to  do  that— and  I 
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human  bemgs  'round  ye.  and  try  to  w«ldle  out  o'  ver 

^''tW  ;„1'V'"'"*'  '"'''  '^  '"'™  '""'  '"-^  •">"« 
Rob  took  up  his  saw. 

"Madam."  .aid  he  with  «  bow  and  .  derieive  snarl 
through  h..  wh.te  teeth,  "you'd  make  a  good  one  for 
a  rural  play-you  would.  Let  me  e.cort  you  over  to 
«ew  York  and  I  will  promise  you  crowded  houses." 

She  stood  with  arms  akimbo,  regarding  him.  neither 
hurt  nor  hate  on  her  face,  but  a  contempt  that  was 
terribly  genuine,  and  quite  at  rest. 

Vy  f  T  ""  ^^^  'Udience  I  want,  right  here,"  she 
rephed.    "  I  am't  no  hand  for  •  crowded  house..'    Two 
villains  at  a  time  is  enough  for  me." 
"  Thank  you.  madam." 

"  You'll  have  more  than  that  to  thank  me  for.  Just 
you  go  yourself  or  send  poor  Bate  Stingaree  any- 
where, to  git  rum  for  ye.  and.  by  Jo!  me  or  Jim  Tur- 
bme.  or  both  of  u.  together.  '11  whip  ye  till  ye  squeal 
for  mercy.    Am  I  talkin'.  Bate? »  -^      4    « 

"I  guess  ye  be,"  said  Bate  wearily,  .linking  away 
to  nis  plow.  "^ 

"Ye  heard  what  Bate  said? "    The  woman  looked  at 

Rob  with  her  unromantic.  unflashing.  common  gray  eyes. 

^      Pray  don't  hasten  to  leave  me.  madam,"  said  Rob 

I  assure  you,  I  shan't  know  what  to  do  without  your 

company."  ■' 

«  Don't  you  fret.  I'm  goin'  to  keep  an  eye  on  ye.  for 
Mary's  sake.  Don't  ye  get  to  thinkin'  that  I  consider 
you  mterestin',  for  I  don't.  Big  as  ye  be.  ye  ain't  man- 
«ize,  nowhere  near." 
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She  tramped  away  with  her  manly,  self-confldent 
tread.  Rob  watched  the  two  sturdy  arms  swinging  and 
the  cant  of  her  hat;  saw  her  in  a  field  not  far  away 
wake  up  her  oxen  with  a  crack  of  her  whip,  seize  the 
plow  handles  and  bend  to  her  task. 

"  Well,"  he  ruminated  in  apostrophe,  "  ain't  this  a 
h— 1  circus  of  a  place.  A  fellow  'd  make  more  exporting 
some  of  these  queer  hyenas  than  he  would  sweating  his 
gizzard  out  for  a  supper  of  dirty  clams  and  crackers." 
Still,  in  fact,  all  Mary  Stingaree's  cooking  was  very 
clean,  and  the  thought  of  it  was  already  tantalizing 
Rob,  not  unhopefully.    He  sawed  on,  with  scorn  in  his 
soul  for  the  outlandish  and  weird  community  in  which 
fate  had  placed  him.    Once  in  a  while  he  lifted  his  eyes 
to  the  woman  over  in  the  field  striving  manfully  over 
the  newly  plowed  ruts. 
1  j       "  She's  a  plucky  old  wildcat,  anyhow,"  he  ayerred. 
y       Bate  always  went  in  first  and  promptly  to  his  meals ; 
at  the  self-appointed  hour  he  strode  in,  and,  if  Mary 
was   not   ready,   awaited   her  preparations   with   im- 
patience.   As  he  passed  Rob  the  latter  adroitly  slipped 
some  money  fcito  his  hand. 

"Le'  me  'lone,"  said  Bate,  instantly  dropping  the 
money  into  the  chips.  «  Want  to  git  me  into  a  scrape? 
Ef  you  want  soniethin'  ter  drink,  ye'U  have  ter  light 
out  somewhar's  else,  fr  all  me;  that's  what  I'm  goin' 
ter  do  soon  as  I  git  a  chance." 

What  was  it,  Rob  wondered,  of  which  the  feflow  was 
afraid.  Afraid  of  a  woman's  tongue?— of  a  woman's 
whip?  Rob  let  the  money  lie  for  a  space,  only 
picking  it  up  hastily  as  he  entered  the  house  at  the  caD 
to  supper.    Mary  saw  the  act 
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Bate  ate  as  usual  in  surly  silence.  Mary  Stingaree's 
eyes  were  more  distasteful  to  Rob  than  even  the  thought 
of  the  plow-woman's  lash.  Mary's  cheeks  were  flushed, 
and  she  seemed  inclined  to  talk,  of  her  past  experiences, 
of  such  current  events  as  she  had  any  opportunity  to 
learn;  the  tone  and  manner  of  a  lady— a  cultivation 
beyond  any  circle   even   that  Rob  had  ever  known. 

When  she  willed  that  he  should  look  at  her,  the  poor 
wretch  was  always  conscious  of  it  and  eventually  lifted 
his  head.    He  did  so  now  and  met  her  eyes ;  in  their  de- 
spair and   sorrow,  unconsciously  they   scourged  him 
More  than  that,  it  struck  him  for  the  first  time  that 
they  were  bewilderingly  beautiful  eyes,  that  her  color 
was  fine,  her  features  entrancing.     She  looked  young 
this  night.    He  recaUed  what  Cuby  had  said,  that  Mary 
Stingaree  was  only  twenty-five.    He  stared  stupidly  at 
her;  for  he  felt  that  it  mattered  little:  he  was  debased 
in  his  own  eyes  and  in  hers.     She  knew  that  he  was 
drink-crazy,  that  he  had  attempted  to  suborn  another— 
an  even   more  pitiful   drunkard  than   himself— to  do 
his  besotted  will  in  procuring  drink  for  them  both.    It 
was  "damnable  cruel,"  he  thought,  to  have  a  man's 
head  growmg  clearer  under  such  circumstances. 

To  realize  by  some  dull  pang  outside  his  own  volition 
the  matchless  beauty  and  desirability  of  a  woman  who 
was  m  the  stars  out  of  his  reach,  utterly  and  forever; 
and  he,  awakened,  at  such  a  moment,  to  find  himself 
lying  worthless,  broken,  and  besotted  in  the  lowest  ditch 
of  earth. 

"  Virginia  Stafford  was  in  to  see  me  this  afternoon," 
said  Mary  conversationally. 
"  Who?  » 
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"  The  woman  they  have  nicknamed  '  Mrs.  Byjo.'  She 
can  bear  a  goodly  number  of  nicknames  and  of  eccen- 
tncities,"  continued  Mary,  smiling;  "she  is  large 
enough  in  nature  to  stand  it." 

"You  mean  that  plow-woman?"  said  Rob  dully. 
The  subject  did  not  interest  him. 

"  Yes,  I  mean  the  plow-woman  "—Mary  was  not  in 
the  least  disconcerted.  "And  by  the  way,  she  is  the 
most  successful  farmer  in  Power  Lot;  not  that  she  is 
accumulating  wealth,  but— incredible  to  me,  anyway— 
she  is  able  to  send  something— «omething--every  six 
months  toward  the  support  of  the  two  orphan  chadrcn 
her  brother  left,  back  in  the  States;  enough,  at  least, 
with  the  little  their  father  left  them,  so  that  they  are 
not  made  objecte  of  charity.  How  she  does  it,  I 
do  not  know;  but  she  does  it.  She  rises  regularly  at 
five.  She  is  indefatigable;  she  is  unconquerable  by 
adversity  or  misfortune.     She  could  lead  an  army." 

"  I  like  a  woman  to  he  a  woman,"  said  Rob  stupidly, 
and  a  Uttle  crossly.  Bate  had  risen  some  time  before, 
and  left  the  room  with  a  covert  sneer. 

«  And  I,"  said  Mary,  very  sweetly  and  clearly,  but 
hittmg  straight  from  the  shoulder,  "  I  Hke  a  man  to  he 
a  man." 

Rob  flushed  violently.  The  look  he  met  on  her  face 
was  almost  tender,  though;  it  bridged  the  distance 
between  her  and  him  with  a  certain  grandeur  of  hu- 
mility and  fait' .  Rob  felt  no  excuse  for  anger  and  no 
desire  to  rise  in  wrath. 

"  WeU,  Miss  Stingaree,"  said  he  sadly,  « I  expect  I 
deserve  that  hit  all  right;"  and  his  mouth  worked 
pitifully. 
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or  compunction.  *  """"""^  hesitation 

Mary  knew.    «  While  I  am  •  hitting,' «  she  went  on 

ioX^.Tf  T  ^''t  ^^'™*^'^  '^''^'^"^  °^  pS  -d' 

loyalty—    while  I  am  hittinjf-niv  friend  BnKn,/    j 
you  mind  if  I  hit  pretty  har^"^  Robert,-do 

"  No,"  sighed  the  hopeless  victim  «ri,tpf„i. 
pommel  me."  '     ^"ketohaveyoa 

Hi!*  J'^J!'"'  *"™  ^^  ^"y'"  ''h^''''  to  spring  aflame 

ma'Lrs  jL'rsrf ^d  •':  '^^"™"  «>« 

self  but  fn  .**       ;T^       *^*  ''"°''  *S«°  for  youi- 

« ro/z^^detrd  "TorT'/r  ""-"•" 

w  a  lack  of  any  fair  equipment  for  life?  » 
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"You  gee  a  lot  of  it  in  the  city,"  Rob  returned, 
grateful,  at  least,  for  the  diversion,  and  now  on  solid 
ground;  "I've  often  wondered  why — God  did  it" 

He  was  far  from  being  at  ease  with  her ;  words  would 
not  come  to  him.  He  felt  as  if  he  were  in  the  backward 
class  in  school  before  her,  and  his  size  and  opportunities 
made  the  position  ridiculous.  He  would  have  given 
the  world  at  that  moment  to  be  a  strong,  morally 
stalwart,  masterful  man  before  Mary  Stingaree. 

"And  you  tell  me  that  you  are  of  that  sort,"  she 
sighed ;  "  only  morally  deficient  and  deformed,  instead 
of  physically.    Somehow,  I  cannot  believe  it." 

In  his  heart  Rob  was  glad  that  she  could  not;  his 
position,  however,  became  increasingly  awkward.  She 
was  waiting,  gently,  not  in  the  least  imperatively,  for 
an  answer;  and  he  was  hard  put  to  it  to  know  what  to 
answer. 

"  There's  a  great  deal  in  environment,  yo'j  know,"  he 
affirmed  lightly,  with  a  high  blush. 

"Yes,  there  must  be,"  she  said,  very  slowly  and 
gravely,  "  to  conquer  a  man  of  the  size  that  you  are 
both  in  soul  and  body." 

Rob  could  not  look  at  her  now;  his  heart  gave  a 
tumultuous  leap,  tears  sprang  to  his  eyes.  She  had  re- 
instated him  over  the  waste  of  lost  ideals  and  a  squan- 
dered life.  Did  she  mean  it?  Yes,  she  meant  it — his 
soul  averred — for  she  seemed  to  dislike  him  personally ; 
she  would  not  flatter  him.  The  soothing  words  seemed 
almost  to  have  been  spoken  against  her  will. 

Let  her  say  what  she  might  about  him  therefore,  let 
her  shrink  from  him  as  she  might — he  loved  her,  he 
adored  her— the  thought  suffused  him— he  could  not 
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look  at  her.    But  his  shoulders  straightened,  the  boyish 
1-ugh  came  cnsply  through  his  white  teeth.  ^ 

-wi  hTob  H?'*.':  *•'!.*  ^"^  ^"'•J*  «-  P-%  much 

he'H  fe"wfh  ;"C        ''.^'^"''*'  "'■*  ""■«'>*  be  that 
fte  s  a  fe  low  that's  been-damnably  thoughtless  and- 
self-.„dulgent  and-lazy.     Well,  anyway^'  he  s.led 
rather  proudlv    "it  H^o.  .  *  n  ,  "gned, 

bodv  t„  .  "  ^*"'™'  8°°'J  t°  liave  some- 

body to  own  up  to,  and  I_I  thank  you."         ^ 

fts  eyes  sprang  to  hers  with  almost  a  cry  for  sym- 
pathy; and  ,t  was  enough  that  she  smiled  a^  h^l^e 
dad  not  speak.  She  smiled  at  him,  after  all,  he  re- 
flected-not  ^**  him.  He  was  petulant  in  4  L" 
to  assume  what  he  had  forfeited;  and  Mary's  ^e 
was  Lnd  h    .holly  without  spiritual  /oLS- 

-nd  at  the  same  fme  as  inevitably,  hopelessly  removed 
from  h.m  as  her  beautiful  eyes  were  in  themselves  a 
symbol  of  exotic  splendor.  "»«ves  a 

rdf  r.  '  "''™  '""^  '^'"Sured  somewhat  byl- 
accustomed  housework,  brought  her  in  some  senLTo 
a  lower  level,  but  the  thought  would  not  linger.  Zk^ 
she  was  a  queen  as  she  excused  herself  and  went  out  to 
her  work  in  the  kitchen.  *° 

"'Environment'   doesn't   make   or   mar   her"   was 
Rob's  mental  comment      "Mn    h„    j  ■ 

don't  touch  her.  Xll    Pve  knol^     T'  TT ""'* 
as  shp  tfcot  J  '^  Sf""''  *s  high-flown 

as  she  that  would  marry  me whpn  T  h.A 

hiif  .*-         ij  ,.  •'  °  ^  "*d  my  money — 

but  she  wouldn't  marry  me,  money  or  no  money  she'd 
claw  my  eyes  out  before  she'd  marry  me."  ^' 

Rob  went  up  to  his  own  room,  his  mind  sweeping- 
m.petuous,  unstable-from  one  new  thought  to  a^o^^T 
Dmkn.g.  not  thinking,  had  been  his  occupation.  «te 
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may  say  truthfully.  Drinking,  playing,  menUl  ,om- 
nolenc^-not  thinking,  not  even  truly  feeling  The 
sudden  plunge  into  so  untried  an  employment  drove 
mm  hke  a  fever. 

Oh  for  a  dri..k  now  to  stiU  the  tempest  in  his  brain 
as  well  as  to  quench  his  diseased  abnormal  physical 
cravmg.    He  paced  the  floor  like  a  madman.    A  glim- 
mer, fuller  and  more  penetrating  than  usual,  drew  his 
attention.     He  saw  that  the  best  lamp  had  been  set 
bummg  .n  his  room,  making  it  cozy  and  light;  for, 
though  ,t  was   Spring,  the  nights  were  wintry  cold. 
Extra  covering  had  be^i  piled  on  the  bed,  and  the  little 
stand  with  the  Bible  had  some  of  the  latest  magazines 
on  It,  sent  to  Mary  by  acquaintances  and  fri-  ,ds  who 
had  not  quite  forgotten  her  in  their  more  1  .uriou. 
world.    The  best  of  her  estate  she  had  given  to  liim  to 
warm  and  cheer  him. 

«  That  was  very  good  of  her,"  said  Rob,  and  paused 
and  made  a  sort  of  bow  before  the  table,  as  if  acknowl- 
edgmg  some  courtesy  in  a  drawing-room.  He  fingered 
the  magazines  so  heedlessly  they  fluttei«l  ofl'  to  the 
floor,  leaving  the  Bible  exposed. 

"I  haven't  read  that  old  book  "-Rob's  wild  thoughts 
suddenly  leaped  to  a  concentration  »omeu>here~"  not 
smce  I  was  a  little  shaver  in  black  velvet  and  stopped  to 
Sunday  school  with  old  Hulda,  my  nurse,  waiting  for 
me  on  the  back  bench.  Black  velvet  and  ruffled  shirt 
and  curls  to  my  waist— portrait  full-length,  in  the 
library  at  home,  little  whip  in  my  hand;  standing  by 
white  pony;  face  as  dimpled  and  sweet  as  a  baby  that's 
just  sucked  himself  full  from  a  nursing-bottle.  Re- 
member how  Florry  Doreen  went  up  and  pasted  pi,k 


TWENTY   CENTS   AN    HOUR  95 

Sr  *°  '^l  *•"**  "'«•'*  *'"''  ""d  I  had  half  the 

forrtf  i^  ,  '"^'^'^'''y.  he  threw  open  the  Ion«- 
fo  gotten  book,  and  It  lay  flat,  with  a  certain  remark 
able  ,tory  staring  „p  at  him  in  big  print: 

.attf'"\?J"'°'''  ''""«  '''""■^  ^'th  his  journey 
.at  thus  at  the  well :  and  it  was  about  the  sixth  hou^' 

There  cometh  a  woman  of  Samaria  to  draw  water 
Jesus  sa,th  unto  her.  Give  me  to  drink.       ""*''"'*"• 

rgs-^rresim^zr-^^^^-— °-- 

me  t!^  ^  ^  !u'  ""*  "'"'  '*  "  *'"'*  ""^th  to  thee,  Give 
me  o  drmk.  thou  wouldst  have  asked  of  him  a^d  h! 
would  have  given  thee  living  water  ' 

;;  mosoever  drinketh  of  this  water  shai  thirst  again : 
But  whosoever  drinketh  of  the  water  that  I  sh^ 
give  him  shall  never  thirst." 

Hob   standing  carelessly  by  the  table,  read  the  story 
qmte  through;  then  flipped  the  book  together  agal 

wT;S^  torC^atS"  t'  '-  ^"'"'  "^^ 
velvet  age.  another  impression,  that  stood  out  before 

BiH.    f '  "^^K'on-that  'water'  it  teUs  about  in  the 
Bible;  it  means  '  religion.'  " 

"  "'  ™'"'^  ^^'^•"  hi,  maddening  desire  to  be  on  a 
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character-plane  corresponding  with,  or  above,  that  of 
Mary  Stingaree  and  her  like— to  rule,  to  command,  to 
reign,  as  somehow,  though  poverty-stricken,  she  never- 
theless reigned. 

Throwing  himself  on  his  bed,  his  tumultuous  brain 
craved  to  know  how,  quickly,  by  some  means  to  reach 
that  altitude;  exulted  in  the  fever  of  imagination  as 
though  he  were  there;  sank  again  into  bitter  despon- 
dency; and  ever,  into  the  background  of  his  confused 
and  restless  tossing,  there  slowly  took  shape  and  grew 
before  him  into  almost  palpable  distinctness,  the  por- 
trait of  a  dimpled  boy,  with  love  and  faith  and  heavenly 
innocence  in  his  smiling   blue  eyes. 

So  was  heaven  merciful  to  him,  for  otherwise  he  could 
not  have  slept;  but  at  last  the  portrait,  so  far  away 
from  him  in  every  sense  now  that  t  seemed  no  more 
than  the  portrait  of  a  strange  existence,  lured  him  with 
its  sweet  young  smile  into  the  untroubled  pastures  of 
sleep. 


CHAPTKR    VII 

JOOOIK8 NOT   BO    STEEP 

•ith.toM.„^.  ''~'"<'»P"tt»t.r..t,B.l, 

J        Biie  was  out  of  his  reach.     Buf  h^  Koj         i 

The  tonic  of  tKo  ^-u     •      f       physical  perfection. 

aspiration  from  his  equation  "^frfH^r^  *"'" 
W  just  as  good  a^time  as ts^l',/ ItX"'  *° 
cumstances.    So  he  heW  H,»  ^  "^  """ 

piece  bow,  and  wauS  "  °^'°'  '^'^  ^"  """*«- 

"Thank  you,"  she  replied.  Her  f«-..  K  •  ux  , 
Rob  continued  Ws  courteoL  office^Tthrt L kS""'- 
Pemuss-on  to  pass  the  food  whenever  ocLsion 'r^S 
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He  addresied  some  general  remarki  on  the  adminiitra- 

tive  pobcy  of  farming  to  Bate,  whose  sly  leer  widened 

under    this    auspicious    fostering   as    he   growled    in 

reply. 

"Mira  Stingaree,"  said  Rob,  as  they  rose,  "you 
offered  me  the— the  oxen  and  cart,  yesterday ;  but  I— 
I— well,  I  went  down  to  Bear  River  to  make  some  ar- 
rangements about— ahem— about  roclcweed.  Will  it 
be  convenient  for  you  to  let  me  have  the  oxen  and  cart 
to-day?  " 

"  Have  you  planned  to  use  them  to-day,  Bate?  "  Mary 
asked.  i 

Bate  shook  his  head,  with  an  anticipation  in  his  eye 
which  took  on  as  nearly  the  hue  of  wickedness  as  his 
dull  and  degraded  emotions  could  convey. 

"Certainly,"  said  Mary,  answering  Rob's  request, 
"  you  may  take  them." 

"Yer  ground's  been  dressed,"  muttered  Bate  con- 
temptuously for  Rob's  ignorance;  "ye'd  better  plow 
it  up." 

"  I  have  my  own  ideas  about  that,"  replied  Rob,  with 
dignity.  "I  wish  to  make  a  further  application  of 
rockweed,  to— to  dress  it  some  more,  in  fact"— the 
vision  of  the  beach  down  the  shore,  and  bright,  laugh- 
mg  Cuby  Tee-bo  drawing  him  away  from  the  sordid 
and  unknown  qualities  of  his  unattacked  farm. 

"  Suit  yerself,"  rejoined  Bate,  departing  with  the 
aforesaid  glimmer  of  malign  humor  on  his  countenance. 
Rob,  for  his  part,  went  gingerly  into  the  barnyard, 
though  it  was  not  from  fear  of  the  oxen,  those  grave, 
slow  beasts;  he  meant  to  keep  his  boots  nice,  notwith- 
standing that  fate  might  wield  all  her  emprise  to  thwart 


J0GGIN8-N0T    SO   STEEP  gg 

*round  the  oxen',  neck.,  with  a  certain  pride  in  the 
«comph.h«ent  of  thi.  bucolic  rite.  Then  he  e...yrf 
to  l..h  the  yoke  to  their  horn..    The  retro,pect"eT£ 

observe,  for  a  time,  the  freshne,.  and  novelty  of  hi. 

ea.y  fit   of  ab.tract,on,  had  become   bound    after   a 
fa  h  on.  at  wh.ch  pa.,  the  other  in       ..tly  demurred,  to 

range  of  Rob  .  borc.ome  experiment..    How  to  get  thi. 

rJSviirt:r^"""°*^^-"^ 
«<isi:u":;:x.f^«°''""-^"''^'^-t-'^i.. 

Ox  .tanding  a  yard  or  .o  away,  gazed  at  Rob  in  a 
placid,  removed   trance  of  rumination. 

Gee.     Haw.     G.ddup.     I'm  done  fooling  with  you- 

now  you  march  along  up  here." 

^^Ox.  motionle...  closed  hi.  w^ary  eye.  and  chewed  the 

Rob  took  the  oxwhip  from  it.  support  again.t  the 
Jncean^d  attempted  to  .nap  the  lash  i 'true  rial  fa!h! 

m  untimely  disintegration  and  doe.  not  explode.  Ox 
dreaming,  perhap.,  of  the  insects  of  summer-^ream- 
Z'  "°^"y-':°'"'=«  «»°"gh  to  survey  Rob  through  the 
unperturbed  fringe  of  an  eyelash  and  walk,  to  the  far 

rear  and  flecked  liim  tentatively  with  the  whip.  Ox. 
with  a  mere  show  of  quickness  that  was  redol«.t  also 
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of  contempt,  walk,  to  another  remote  comer.  So 
round  Md  round  the  barnyard,  Rob  followed  that 
dipiified,  .peculative,  half-omnolcnt  animal,  the  latter 
•eek.ng  every  nook  and  comer  .«ve  the  accu.lomed  one 
at  hii  mate'.  .!dc.  Rob.  amid.t  deeper  chagrin,  .ur- 
veycd  helple..ly  the  spectacle  of  hi.  boots. 

"  Bate,  Bate!"  he  called  at  last,  in  a  confidentially 
insinuating  tone.  Bate,  if  the  truth  had  been  known, 
had  gone  on  down  the  road  to  share  the  facetious  news 
generously  with  others,  and  to  watch  Rob',  later  pro- 
cession. 

Peering  over  the  fence.  Rob  saw  Mrs.  Byjo  striding 
self-confidently  over  her  own  acres.  He  left  the  occult 
and  confounding  propo.itiot  -n  the  barnyard,  and  ap- 
peared before  her,  very  cordially,  and  also  very  ,od  in 
the  face.  His  hat  went  off  voluntarily,  by  his  own 
hand   thi.  time; 

"Mr«.  Stafford,  may  I  ask  a  great  favor  of 
you?" 

"  Certainly.  What  can  I  do  to  help  you?"  replid 
the  woman  briskly,  her  good-humored  eye.  meeting  his 
frankly. 

"  Those  confounded  oxen  won't  hang  together,"  .aid 
Rob. 

"  That  so?    Well,  we'll  hang  'em." 

With  a  few  sturdy  admonitions  by  word  of  mouth, 
and  some  equally  drastic  manipulations  of  the  whip, 
Mrs.  Byjo  had  the  oxen  yoked  in  no  time. 

"When  you  want  'em  to  make  to  the  right,  'gee' 
'em— so;  when  you  want  'em  to  steer  to  the  left,  '  haw ' 
em— this  way;  when  you  want  to  stop  'em,  '  whoa  '  'em 
right  up  for'ard  with  the  whip-^o."     She  handed  the 
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road,' 
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whip  to  Rob.    «  You'd  better  Uke  ..„  „„™„,  .^^  . 

her..  ,„to  the  wood..  Be.r  down  the  U„.  here.  th«, 
.teer  along  the  track  on  th.  «lge  o'  the  wood,  tin  ye 
turn  down  into  Joggin.," 

RtZ^^T»  ^T »'  *'"'"""''  t'^'—th-nk  you,  Mr., 
f  *T!i,'"''v"°'''  '""""^'  ob.equiou.^th.t  i.  the 
truth-before  the  woman  who  had  whacked  him  the  day 
before,  and  yoked  the  oxen  for  him  thi.  morning.  But 
the  wmd  on  that  hill-pl«in  .omehow  blow  ail  the  past 
vapor,,  weak- 5..e.,  and  mortification,  out  of  a  mar.-, 
brain;  it.  health  and  monition,  were  .uiBcient  for  the 
hour. 

Rob  .tepped  into  the  cart  carefully,  hi.  long  leg. 
having  known  recent  paralysis.  He  blushed  a  litOe:  he 
envied,  actually,  that  morning,  more  than  augh*  else 
on^earth,  ju.t  the  thigh,  and  .inew.  of  .  lusty  dod- 

"  Look  here,  Mr.  Hilton,"  the  woman  caDed  after 
h.m,  with  the  kindest  intention,  her  sturdy  arm.  akimbo. 
If  I  were  you,  I'd  get  out  and  walk,  by  Jo,  tiU  I  got 
•  leetJe  more  experience  drivin'  my  team." 

"Oh  I  think  I  know  the  rope,  now  all  right,  thank 
you,  Mr..  Stafford,"  said  Rob,  again  lifting  hi,  hat; 
tliese  beast,  never  go  out  of  a  walk,  you  know  » 
Rob  did  not  hear  it,  but  a  stifled  murmur  went  down 
the  sylvan  shades  of  the  Joggins  road:  "He's  turned 
intoJoggins.  He's  in  sight.  Daisy's  comin'.  Daisy 
Lee  ,  a-comin'.  He's  ridin',  too,  cock-sure,  the  ridick- 
'lous  ass." 

As  for  Daisy  himself,  he  sat  on  the  rough  plank  Uid 
casually  overlapping  the  sideboard,  of  the  cart;  and  aU 
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his  study  wbs,  by  constant  maneuvering,  to  keep^the 
plonk— which  was  constantly  changing  its  position,  by 
reason  of  the  roughness  of  the  road— from  upsetting, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  maintain  something  like  a  self- 
respecting  equilibrium.  Absorbed  in  this  pursuit,  he 
went  rattling  and  pommeling  down  Joggins,  using  the 
butt-end  of  his  whip  for  a  personal  bracer,  his  clay 
pipe  clenched  between  his  teeth;  and  so  agilely,  more 
and  more,  did  he  conduct  himself  that  his  pride  ex- 
panded with  each  athletic  avoidance  of  overthrow  and 
destruction,  his  eyes  shone  with  the  exercise,  his  cheeks 
were  braw  with  cAlor,  and,  though  riding  only  in  a 
miserable  oxcart,  to  be  sure,  yet  Rob  began  actually 
to  glow  with  the  sensation  of  being  a  big,  skillful,  devil- 
may-care,  masterful  wildman. 

Then  it  was  that  a  domestic  cat,  having  either 
through  some  malign  human  persuasion,  or  else  through 
some  sullen  grief  and  purpose  of  her  own,  deserted  the 
affiliations  of  her  proper  home  for  a  flight  into  the 
woods,  sprang  pointedly,  and  with  a  swiftness  as 
though  she  had  been  winged,  across  the  road  right  in 
the  faces  of  the  oxen. 

From  no  former  movement  that  Hob  had  ever  dis- 
cerned in  them  could  he  have  anticipated  the  panther- 
like celerity  of  the  elliptic  which  tliey  now  performed  in 
the  upper  circles  of  the  atmosphere.  The  ponderous 
climax  of  their  descent  he  observed  from  a  sitting 
posture  in  the  perturbed  and  indignant  center  of  a 
mountain  spring;  the  plank  which  had  so  rectr  tly  been 
his  insecure  support  had  hurtled  harmlessly  over  his 
head,  giving  him  in  its  fall  a  no  more  dignified  attack 
than  the  throwing  of  a  jocose  splinter  to  tickle  his  left 
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ear;  while  the  oxen  continued  down  Jogging  on  a  run 
not  now  so  8wift  as  it  was  deafeningly  celebrant  with 
noise. 

Bate,  with  an  improvised  whip,  sprang  out  from 
the  bushes  and  stayed  this  unbecoming  spectacle  of 
ponderous  levity.  Another  figure  emerged  with  the 
deceptive  manner  as  of  having  paused  for  diversion  on 
Its  legitimate  way  to  important  affairs.  -  Captain 
Belcher  leaned  against  a  tree,  not  weeping  in  spirit, 
though  his  appearance  was  certainly  that  of  an  hysteri- 
cal mourner.  He  mopped  his  eyes  and  cheeks  with  a 
handkerchief  of  unutterable  hue. 

"That  circus  you  giv'  me  t'other  day  wan't  com- 
plete without  a  chariot  race,"  he  moaned,  "was  it, 
Mr  Lee?  I  knew  the  chariot  race  'ud  have  'er  come, 
and,  by  Tunk,  it  has  come." 

Other  apparitions  hailed  from  the  covert  of  the 
wood,  other  evidences  of  lively  entertainment  greeted 
poor  Rob's  wounded  ear  ere  yet  he  had  had  time  to 
rise  from  his  sitting  posture  in  the  pool  by  the  wayside. 
Devoutly  then  he  even  wished  that  he  might  discover  a 
broken  bone  to  shame  this  heartless  ribaldry:  but  he 
found  on  rising  that  he  was  entirely  whole,  nay,  even 
hmbered  by  his  abrupt  descent  into  the  ditch 

Whether  to  turn  and  go  hom^and  meet  Mary 
Stingaree,  and  Mrs.  Byjo,  who  had  become  a  factor 
serious  to  cope  with-no;  Rob  braced  himself.  His 
head  was  clear,  and  humiliation  at  a  certain  depth 
suffers  a  rebound.  He  advanced  with  squared  shoulders 
to  the  group  surrounding  the  oxen. 

"I'm  downright  sorry.  Bate,"  he  said.  "  I  had  an 
impression,  somehow,  that  oxen  never  got  frightened. 
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If  you  hadn't  been  in  the  woods,  my  carelessness  might 
have  done  lots  of  damage  to  your  team.  I  ought  to 
have  been  on  my  guard." 

"  I  knew  somethin'  'd  happen  to  ye,"  replied  Bate 
ungraciously,  examining  the  yoke  straps. 

"  Well,  may  I  go  on  with  the  oxen  ?  "  said  Rob.    "  I'll 
walk  along  at  their  heads  this  time." 

"Oh,  g'wan,"  said  Bate;  "ye  may  as  well  make  a 
day  of  it." 

Rob  tramped  on  ahnost  clingingly  close  to  the  homed 
beasts  who  had  betrayed  him ;  though  he  was  now  ap- 
parently alone,  he  w^s  skeptical;  the  air  was  somehow 
rife  with  mischief  and  the  tinkling  bells  on  the  oxen's 
necks  seemed  to  mock  his  sad,  defeated  heart.  Even  in 
Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  he  was  already  a  jest  and  a 
byword,  and  now  at  Bear  River  he  had  become  a  by- 
word and  a  hissing.  By  the  shores  of  the  great  Basin 
there  were  some  neat  houses  where  retired  sea  captains 
and  moderately  prosperous  farmers  dwelt,  a  society 
away  beyond  his  reach;  so  felt  Mr.  Robert  Hilton,  late 
millionaire. 

So  judged  he  implicitly  in  his  really  modest,  even 
childlike,  heart,  however  great  his  outward  bravado, 
that  only  the  lowest  of  the  low  would  tolerate  him,  and 
they,  perchance,  but  condescendingly. 

Judging  by  the  Tec-bo  cabin,  down  the  River,  they, 
too,  were  the  lowest  of  the  low.  Would  Cuby  have 
arrived  and  be  waiting  to  meet  him  on  the  beach  as  she 
had  promised?  No,  she  was  not  there,  he  found;  nor 
did  she  come.  The  tide  was  low,  it  chanced,  and  he 
was  saved  that  much  ridicule.  He  had  made  no  reckon- 
ing concerning  it,  and  it  was  only  by  luck  that  he  had 
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not  come  down    so  perilously  and  ignominiously.  with 
the  oxen  to  gather  rockweed  at  high  tide. 

Cufv  h^*'^.  '"''  ■T'^  »"'='=«"^«%  »t  the  place  where 

t  Z^"l    ;  had  forgotten  to  bring  rake,  pitchfork, 
o    sheath-knrfe      Some  sparse,  ragged  kelp  had  been 

frfrnt^^"      %'^'"    '""^•'^"'  -""^  *°  --  himself 
from  the  shame  of  complete  futility,  he  began  gather- 

Th„.    ."^.  '^  •^*!.  '"""''  ""'^  ="'•^'"8  "*  t°  *e  cart. 
Though  he  toded  arduously,  the  accumulated  product 

2  ;V       "*'^   ---gnificant.      He   looked   not   much 
a^ut  h,m    so  grievously  conscious  was  he  of  unseen 

rprrti.""^  "--^^•'^'^  ^-^^-«  •^-^^^^^'^  ^'^^ 

•  What  m  Tamarack  be  you  a-doin'?  »  it  said. 

^^t'tj^  ""''  ^°""''  *•>"*  ''«  '"  »1°»«  ^th  the 
sea.  the  bowders.  and  an  old  man  in  a  fur  cap,  red 
woolen  stockmgs.  and  short  trousers  of  sacking      But 

fJZ\  """"'l'""^  *'"'*  ''^''^  «°h's  attention, 
framed  as  .t  was  m  white  hair  blowing  i„  the  wind,  and 

from  the  sod  and  seam  of  weather-beaten  feature. 

tiv.!  l7*""r'''  ^^'**'"  "^^  P°"  aob  inquisi- 
tively, m  his  confusion. 

a-Lv?"   '''""   ^  *"™**''"'  *""'^'''  *^«'  he  you 

«  Why,  I  was  going  to  take  a  little  rockweed  up  to 
dress  my  land."  ^^  up  lo 

Newv'  r  'T'^"''*  **■'  ^*""  '''"*''  '"■"•^  from 
New  York  up  to  Power  Lot,  ain't  ye?  God  help  us." 
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This  inaUnt  recognition  of  him  through  his  dilemma 
did  not  seem  flattering  to  Rob. 

"  I  am,"  he  replied  coldly,  «  Robert  Hilton.  Whom 
have  I  the  pleasure  of  addressing?  " 

"  Skipper.  Skipper  '11  do.  I  ain't  heard  no  other 
name  so  long,  I  'most  forgot  I  got  any  other  name." 
Pride,  tinged  with  vanity,  dwelt  peacefully  on  the  old 
man's  lips  as  he  uttered  this  term. 

Rob  melted.  "I  am  delighted,"  he  said,  stepping, 
forward,  "  to  make  your  acquaintance.  Skipper." 

"Oh,  wal',  I  don't  know  as  we  c'd  call  it  gittin'  ac- 
quainted, yit,"  said  tjhe  old  man  conscientiously,  "  tho* 
it  may  come  to  that  ef  we  keep  on.  Ye  got  a  h'ist, 
didn't  ye?  " 

"What?" 

"  Yer  clo's,  to  aft  o'  ye  thar,  look  as  though  ye'd  had 
a  h'ist." 

"  Yes— oh,  yes— I  had  a  h'ist,  all  right.  The  oxen 
shied  at  a  cat." 

"  Slewed  and  upsot  ye,  eh?  " 

«  Yes." 

"  Hurt  ye?  " 

"  No,"  said  Rob  bitterly,  "  I  almost  wish  it  had." 

"  Sho,  don't  you  go  wigglin'  yer  finger  at  Providence 
temptin'  Him  to  heave  aches  and  pains  on  to  ye.  I 
know,  for  Pra  a  victim  o'  rheumatiz:  it's  ache  and  pain, 
pain  and  ache,  throb  and  beat,  beat  and  throb,  and, 
some  nights,  roll  and  toss,  toss  and  roll— roll  and  toss, 
toss  and  roll." 

"  As  it  is  out  yonder,"  said  Rob,  the  vivid  restless- 
ness of  Skipper's  phrase  turning  him  to  the  poetrv  ox 
the  sea. 
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"I  use'  ter  be  the  very  toughest  devil  'long  shore 
here.  Skipper  confided,  looking  out  wistfuUy  to  wa. 
It  doesn't  seem  possible." 
"It's  down  in  black  and  white  in  the  Books  aa'in' 
me  affirmed  the  old  man.  with  a  reminiscent  sigh  of 
satisfaction.  «I  was  the  streakin'est,  ontemable  dog 
t  ever  made  out  on  the  Bay  o'  Fundy-but  rheumatiz 
nas  tamcH  me." 

Rob's  ovx.  actual  physical  sufferings  returned  to  his 
recoUectioi.,  and  he  yearned  as  to  a  kindred  soul. 

I  was  a  gre't  drinker,  too,"  boasted  Skipper,  plac- 
.dly.  "an'  Gosh  A'mighty,  the  perfanity  I  use'  ter 
Use  I 

He  was  preaching,  perhaps.  Rob  bridled.  « I  sup- 
pose you've  heard  some  sort  of  meddling,  unkind  stories 
about  me,"  he  suggested,  reddening. 

«  Never  seen  ye  nor  heem  teU  of  ye,  afore,  'cept  ye 

was  somebody  comin'  ter  Power  Lot,  Tr  yer  health, 

God  help  us."    There  was  no  curiosity  and  little  interest 

m  the  strangely  undimmed,  deep-set  eyes  of  the  old  man. 

Those  pansied  eyes  gave  to  his  face  an  expression  of 

womanly  tenderness,  rendered  only  more  wistful  by  his 

professed  hankering  after  past  wildness. 

"  Yes,  sir;  I  was  a  devil-screecher,  I  was.     I  was  a 
roarer." 

"  I've  be«i  something  of  a  roarer,  too."  Rob  confided 
m  turn.  aU  his  suspicions  allayed. 

"Was  ye?"  said  Skipper,  wakening.     "Master  or 
mate. 

"Master."  blurted  out  Itob,  with  tear,  of  regret  and 
desolation  in  his  eyes,  "  and  a  d-^  poor  one,  too." 
Run  her  on  the  ledge.,,  mebby.  an'  wrecked  her?" 
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"  Yes." 

"Nev'  mind.     Nev'  mind;   ye're  young;   y*!!  fitten 
out  a  new  vessel  an'  gallop  'er  over  seas,  yit,  you  will. 
What's  the  next  cruis'j  ye're  cal'latin'  on?  " 
"  New  York  City." 

"  Sho !  You  strike  Tr  different  orders,  you  'ply  fr 
another  berth.  Sho,  down  among  them  •  trusts ' ;  ef  I 
was  you  I'd  make  fr  some  Christian  port,  or  innercent 
heathen  one,  I  would.  Trust,!,  blame  durn  'em,  my  las' 
Sunday  roast  cost  me  thirty-four  cents,  an'  she  didn't 
weigh  quite  on  to  six  pounds,  neither ;  an'  them  trusts 
is  to  the  bottom  of  lit,  durn  blast  'em. " 
"  What  kind  of  meat  was  it?  " 
"  Sirline.  Lo'ette  an'  me  ain't  got  our  'riginal  God- 
bestowed  grinders  no  longer;  sirline  's  tough  's  we're 
able  to  chaw  up  at  our  time  o'  the  day." 

*•  What  did  you  use  to  pay  for  your  Sunday  roast?  " 
"Twenty  cents,"  sighed  Skipper. 
"It's  becoming  an  iniquitous  imposition  on  you," 
said  Rob  sympathetically. 

"  Don't  say  a  word.  Look  at  medicines  and  doctors 
—they've  got  on  to  the  dicker,  too.  Had  a  little  fric- 
tion in  my  throat;  rheumatiz  left  my  legs,  one  time, 
'long  about  first  o'  May,  an'  hived  up  in  my  throat. 
Sent  the  descriptions  o'  my  case  to  a  young  doctor  the' 
was  then  down  to  Bear  River,  an',  by  Tamarack,  I  sent 
ten  cents,  too,  along  o'  the  descriptions.  He  sent  me 
back  a  leetle  box  o'  pills." 
"  Did  they  help  you?  " 

"They  purty  nigh  done  for  me.  I  lay  so  low  the 
case  was  took  out  o'  my  hands,  an'  the  critter  came  up 
thar'  twice  a  day  in  'tendance  on  me,  till  I  got  ray  mor- 
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t«lity  up  a«  whar'  I  could  shout  ag'in — then  «ay»  I, 
•You  go  home  an'  make  out  yer  bill;  I  ain't  goin' 
to  continue  the  treatment  no  longer.' " 

"  How  much  was  the  bill?  "  Rob  ventured. 

"  Fifty  cents,  by  Kresis.  I  paid  the  bill,  but  I  got 
my  opinions  o'  that  doctor.  Sick  er  well,  I'll  anchor 
up  by  Peruny  the  rest  o'  my  days." 

"  Is  Peruny  cheap?  "  Rob  questioned,  with  childlike 
faith. 

"  She  ain't  so  cheap,"  said  Skipper,  with  intonations 
of  savory  reminiscence,  "  as  she  is  toothsome.  Water's 
all  right,  but  a  man  't  's  been  the  dog  I  been  wants 
to  tie  up  once  in  a  while  to  somethin'  't  's  got  a  wasp 
in  it.    Now,  look  at  them  gulls !  Jest  look!" 

Pob  looked. 

"  They  got  a  blame  dum  trust  o'  their  own,"  said 
Skipper.    "  I  come  down  here  to  smelt  a  bit." 

"To  what?" 

"  Wal',  not  so  much  to  smelt  as  to  herrin'.  I  reck- 
oned to  git  a  few  off  the  boys;  but  jest  look  thar'. 
Soon  as  a  few  herrin'  pokes  in,  the  gulls  comes  an' 
picks  'em  up.  See  'em,  huverin'  an'  watchin' — ain't 
that  a  '  trust '?  New  York— you  make  Tr  some  decent 
port,  young  man.  Wal',  I  got  ter  scrabble  up  the 
bluffs  to'ds  home." 

Skipper  turned  unceremoniously. 

"  Good-by,"  said  Rob,  holding  out  his  hands.  Rob 
had  a  lonesome  look.  «  I'd  like  to  come  up  and  see 
you  and  Mrs-  Skipper  some  time,"  he  almost  pleaded. 

"  God-in-heaven,"  said  the  old  man,  with  frank  sur- 
prise at  the  craving  look  and  tone ;  "  why  in  Tamarack 
don't  ye  conw  then?    Lo'ettc  ain't  much  ter  look  at. 
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but  .he  8  a  good  woman,  my  woman  !«;  one  o*  the«e 
ere  flower-raisin',  BIble-readin',  mectin'-goin'  kind.  If. 
a  good  kind  tor  have.  I'm  more  'n  .ati.fled.  Phew, 
thar"  It  I.  pain  an'  ache,  ache  an'  pain,  beat  an'  throb, 
throb  an  beat,  an'  sometimes  roU  an'  to..,  to.,  an'  roU  • 

roll  an'  toss,  toss  an' "  ' 

Rob  gathered  the  dying  cadence,  of  Skipper',  apos- 
trophe to  rheumatism    as  he  watched  him  climb  the 
bluffs  to  the  comfortable  white  house  in  the  distance. 
Rob,  who  had  been  very  rich,  who  had  been  assiduously 
courted,  before  his  downward  course  became  too  fool- 
ish and  rapid-Rob  looked  with  awe  to  that  ordinary 
white  house  and  the  coveted  privilege  of  caUing  on 
that  sad  dog,  the  skipper,  and  hi.  old  wife  Lo'ette. 
.   He  wa.  comforted,  though,  by  hi.  communion  with  a 
fellow-creature.    The  tide  had  crept  in  and  regathered 
the  rockweed  from  the  beach;   so  he  started  the  oxen 
pensively  homeward  with  a  scarcely  perceptible  amount 
of  .ea-spoU,  lying  withered  and  puny  on  the  cart- 
bottom. 

He  felt  that  bright  Cuby  Tee-bo,  with  the  others, 
had  given  him  over  to  ridicule,  and  he  tramped  on  au- 
tomatically, with  hi.  eye.  on  the  ground,  and  with  the 
mtention  of  getting  up  the  Joggins  road  in  time  to 
MW  enough  wood  to  pay  for  his  supper.  He  was 
tekmg  m  this  new  life  stupidly,  but,  now  that  his  head 
wa.  clear,  with  a  sort  of  dogged  faithfulness. 
"Daisy!  Halloo!" 

An  imperative  voice,  subdued  to  confidence,  certified 
him  of  an  engaging  presence  near;  at  the  same  time 
he  caught  the  starlight  and  sunlight  of  brown  eyes 
peering  out  at  him,  all  the  more  luminous  for  the  eon- 
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tr«t  they  made  with  the  dark  fir.  .kirting  the  Joggin, 

"Why    Cuby.      Hello,  Cuby.     How  do  you  do?  " 

Why  didn  t  yon  come  to  the  beach  a«  you  said?  " 

CaU8e  I'm  'shamed  o'  you— that's  why." 
Rob  saw  interest  and  affection  still  lurking  under  her 

fondZ     '*  '"  "*'  ""  ^^P"^""-  °f  everWeasing 

To!!"''''"*  ;|'""P'Vbun,p  like  a  green-a-hom  down 
Jogg.ns,"  she  flouted  him;  "an'  gettin'  runaway  with 
them  oxen  And  now.  look  me.  at  what  you  are  bringin' 
home.    The  boys  shall  make  a  laugh  «;  you.    AlrefTy 

hey  wa,t  w,th  Bate  to  help-a  you  onload.  Dump  oul 
this  mmut.,  that  so  small  little  mess  o'  weeds  " 

Cuby?"'.*  "  '^**"  *°  *"'''  *""""  •  "*"'=  «««  ■">»«. 

"  No,  it  is  not  so." 

With  her  lithe  brown  hands  she  was  already  scatter- 
mg  the  weeds  as  indistinguinhably  as  possible  into  the 

Wtthracrir*  '""'^'  ^"-"•'"  "^-«  ^  '^^ 

n-oL?:!.;::. ' '"'''""  '''■"''  -^  ^-^  »^'"  ^«  »«^- 

onl^  r'l*''^  *1 ""''''  ^°°'  °'  y""-' '""i  t° »«-« you 

come  to  the  beach."  she  admitted;    "but  I  knew  not 

oS^  to  I "  V  7"^!  ""•' "  ^°°^  ■"■  ^"^  ^-^  y°""«if 

out  to  be.    No,  I  did  not." 

Rob  bit  the  lip  under  his  mustache.  Had  the  insult 
come  from  a  masculine  source  he  would  have  darted  an 
impetuous  blow  at  the  aggressor.     Offense  or  defense 
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were  not  to  be  thought  of  under  the  circumiUneet;  in- 
dignation quickly  faded.  Cuby  was  bewitching,  in  ipite 
of  the  fu»»y  Sunday  hat  which  ihe  had  donned  for  the 
occasion.  There  were  three  comerg  to  thi»  hat,  and 
from  each  comer  depended  a  bunch  of  artificial  floweri. 
Cuby's  face  sparkled  between  lilies  of  the  valley  and 
full-blown  red  roses,  and  the  roses  were  wan  beside  her 
cheek*,  and  the  lilies  were  yeUow  in  contrast  with  her 
teeth.  Added  to  all  this  brilliance,  there  was  a  pro- 
voking and  alluring  flame  in  her  eyes. 

"  Bate,  he  says  you  have  begun  to  make  courtin'  at 
his  sister,  Ma'y  StingVee." 

"  It's  a  lie— oh,  she's  a  nice  girl— woman— enough, 
for  aught  I  know,  but  I— I  don't  want  her." 

"Bate  wants  me."  said  Cuby;  "he  wishes  for  to 
get  engage'  to  me  mighty  bad,  too— that  I  can  tell-a 
you." 

A  queenly  indecision  among  suitors  hung  on  her 
red  lips,  and  she  breathed  like  some  wild,  sweet  thing 
of  the  forest.  Rob  straightway  put  his  arm  tenderly 
over  her  shoulder. 

"I  know  somebody  I  do  love,"  he  murmured,  his 
winsome  face  dangerously  close  to  her  passionate  one. 
"Quit  you!"  cried  Cuby  imperiously.     "We  are 
not  yet  engage'." 

"  Wr'l,  but  why  can't  we  be  engaged,  Cuby?  "  sug- 
gested desolate  Rob,  and  he  held  her  closer,  and  his 
lips  pressed  hers ;  and  now  he  was  ready  to  fight  for 
her. 

Cuby  did  not  turn  pale;  she  was  not  so  much  in 
love  but  that  she  remained  complete  master  of  the 
situation  and  deliberately,  romanticaUy,  and  skllifully 
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played  her  victim  itiU  further  with  the  ipcll  of  her 
fliuhing  besutjr. 

«  Oh,  but  you  are  lo  beeg,  lo  gr-r-rand,  Robcr',  when 
you  wiih;  why  do  you  not  Ijiock  the  »tuffln'»  out  o' 
them?" 

Rob  could  have  caught  her  in  hi*  arms,  so  exquisitely 
beautiful  was  she  in  contrast  with  tlie  virile  matter  of 
her  speech. 

"  You  shaU  see,"  he  hissed  through  his  strong  white 
teeth,  in  a  sympathetic  ardor  of  animosity,  but,  above 
oU,  longing  to  hug  Cuby  Tee-bo. 

"  Mc— no— I  fear  you  arc  too  sor,"  she  hesitated 
•adly;  "they  make  such  a  laugh,  I  almost  cry,  an' 
am  mad;  almost  they  hear  me  out  loud  I  am  so  mad, 
that,  after  all  I  tell  you,  you  make  yourself  so  '  sissy.' 
Ugh!  Bah!  An'  stay  not  on  the  board,  no,  but  wreeglc 
yourself,  an'  go  bumpity-bump,  bumpity-bump— oh, 
tam !— an'  then  make  yourself  one  beeg  tumble." 

"  Very  well,  Cuby,  I  was  careless,  but  another  time 
Rob  Hilton  stays  on  the  board— will  you  remember 
that?  And  right  now  you>ve  got  to  beg  my  pardon 
for  calling  me  'Daisy,'  a  while  ago— beg!  begl" 

"  I  think  I  gee  myself  making  haig  to  such  a  aoV 
ninny-sheep  like  you  be." 

This,  with  Cuby's  daring  nature,  was  nothing  less 
than  an  approving  challenge,  and  Rob  promptly  took 
advantage  of  it  to  imprint  another  kiss  on  her  vcmpt- 
mg  mouth;  at  the  same  time  he  squeezed,  and  roughly, 
the  little  hand  folded  in  hip 
"  Beg,"  he  commanded. 

"  Wal',  then,"  at  last  eonfesspd  Cuby  hopefully,  "  I 
baig."    She  added,  however,  with  great  earnestness: 
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"^yrytiiing-^ntrj^hing.  I  Uunk,  nm  away,  with 
»ou.  Even  •  leetle  kj>b,  m>  weak  u  nothin',  make 
«)wg  bluff,  maybe.  an>  run  away  with  you.  Evtrgtidag 
nm  away  with  you." 

"  Perhap.  that  i.  true,"  .aid  Rob  .temly  5  «  anyway, 
t-uby— nreet— yo«  have  run  away  with  me." 


CHAPTER   VIII 

iU  A  PUOILUT 

II'VT'  V  ,*•"""  "'"■"^^^ """  ''■"«•'  ••'''*».  ~i- 

di<fz. ''""'' '°°''"' "  '"^p*^  ^  "'•'  "»*»«' " 

"Why,  of  cour.e»  he  exclaimed  promptly,  "I'll 
^.d^them  out  to  be  lau„dered-whe«  I'i  1] 

»»'W    There',  no  such  work,  in  ,uch  quantities  at 
le«t.  done  ,«y.here  about  here;   I  don't  Low  of  aTy 

W.U,  her  o  her  care.,  you  see.  it  would  take  her  da  J, 
and  the  pile  constantly  increa.ing  " 

Rob's  head  swam  and  his  heart  sank  a.  the  varion, 
pre«mg  nec«.itie.  of  existence,  hitherto  unconlrde  S 
or  taken  a.  a  matter  of  cour.e,  now  .tared  him  in  the 
face-«.d  he  with  only  one  dollar  left  in  hi.  plTt 

too,  that  for  h..  yery  sustenance  he  was  in  arrears 
Where,  „  and  from  whence,  were  to  come  mean, 

for  the  "suckers  "-the  staple  article  of  Bear  R  v" 
confectaonery-with  which  it  had  been  his  pleasure  to 
upply  lovely   Cuby?     Where  and  fro.   wLce  we  ^ 
to  come  those  sodden  "  plugs  »  of  molasses-and^in;" 
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tobacco  which  he  had  grown  to  regard  in  some  aensc 
as  a  mitigation  of  his  sorrows? 

«  t'u''"'  *^*  *°  ***  ^^"^  *°  ^^^  ^°^^"  ''«  ejaculated. 
I  have  fnends  there.  Isn't  there  some  way  I  can 
get  back  to  New  York,  Miss  Stingarce?"  he  appealed 
to  h...r  in  ahnost  a  wheedling  tone.  «« Can't  you  get 
Jim  to  sail  me  over  to  Waldeck  station?  I  can  manage 
then—somehow— to  get  back  home.  I  tell  you,  I  must 
go.  Won't  you  help  me  to  arrange  it,  Miss  Stin- 
garee?  " 

"  /  wouldn't  give  up,"  said  Mary,  a  pride  transcend- 
mg  that  of  Lucif*  flaming  in  her  eyes;  «  not  for  the 
sake  of  some  starched  shirU  and  collars.  I  wouldn't 
give  up  any  honest  work  I  had  begun— to  go  away  and 
beg,  and  cUng  like  an  infant  to  others  for  support,  not 
if  I  died  for  it." 

Her  look  was  too  far  above  and  away  from  him  to 
flatter  him  as  the  probing  of  any  speciousness  in  his 
conduct.  She  was  clearly  brave  and  matter-of-fact, 
and,  otherwise,  indifferent.  But,  oh,  she  was  splendid, 
thought  poor  Rob,  and  he  bit  his  lip  and  turned  piti- 
fully pale. 

"Well,  what— what  thaU  I  do.  Miss  Stingaree?  " 
She  smiled  kindly.     She  was  so  radiantly  far  away, 
but  no  shame  or  contempt  attached  to  her  speech. 

"  Why  not  do  your  washing,  to  begin  with?  Wash 
these  fine  things  and  put  them  away.  Wear  your  out- 
ing-flannels hereafter;  surely  you  have  some?  And 
you  can  wash  them  yourself  every  week.  It  is  very 
simple." 

Rob  stood  with  his  mouth  open  until  this  vein  of 
reasoning  had  pierced  his  laggard  intelligence.     Rob 


•HOW  CAN   YOU  TURN   YOUR  BACK  ON  THAT  VIKW?" 
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Hilton  doing  hi.  own  washing!    He  advanced  by  leaps, 
however,  when  some  rugged  pinnacle  of  attainment  ap- 
pealed to  his  ever-ready  sense  of  novelty. 

"Gee!"  he  beamed  on  Mary;  and  with  that  mirth- 
aboundmg  smile  he  threw  to  the  winds  all  the  hitherto 
stnngent  conventions  and  wearily  artificial  superflui- 
ties of  existence;  his  language  became  confidingly  reck- 
less, too,  and  smacked  fearlessly  of  the  Skipper  and 
Belcher  vocabulary.  "Gee!"  he  commended  Mary, 
you  re  It!  I'U  do  it!  what  in-Tamarack,  do  i 
care?  " 

Forthwith,  then,  he  brought  up  the  washtubs  from 
the  celkr,  carried  water  from  the  weU,  tempered  it  with 
carefully  prized  donations  from  the  teakettle  in  the 
kitchen,  and  proceeded  to  scrub  his  fine  linen,  whistling 
a  jubilant  accompaniment  as  he  stood  over  the  wash- 
bench  out  of  doors. 

«  How  can  you  turn  you  back  on  that  view?  »  cried 
Mary  very  pleasantly  from  the  door. 

Rob  wheeled  round.  White-capped  bay,  tumbling 
basm ;  to  the  left,  the  swelling  river  flanked  by  its  tragic 
hiUs;  he,  upon  vaster  heights;  aU  round  him  an  infinite 
wild  country.  There  came  to  him  in  that  instant  the 
thought,  that  just  to  Z.W_to  live,  and  stand,  and 
breathe— was  inexpressibly  dramatic. 

"It's  great,"  he  admitted  with  bared  head,  in  a  tone 
of  honest  solemnity  to  Mary. 

"  By  the  One-Eyed  Monocle,"  he  murmured  later 
to   the   sud   of   the   washboard,   unconsciously   repro- 
ducing a  phrase  of  the  cosmopolitan  Belcher,   "but 
this  perch,  all  'round  here,  is  only  fit  for  eagles." 
Eagles,  indeed,  were  frequently  heard  screaming  by 
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thpiV  f„..7  J    urowsiiy,  on  those  occasions  when 

appetite,  plowing,  planting,  and  all  the  rest  of  it-  „„ 

whnow.tirsrcirA^TiTnr 

wither  "'?    ''  '"^  ""  ""^«"«i  --"d  appeal 
with  unmeasured  quantities  of  water  fmm  tl.  • 

and  there  was  sHII   a     t  T  "^  spnng; 

B„f»'.        .  '^"""^  "'  «PP'^s   in   the  ceUar 
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!?'  tl*;  *?"*'■"  ''''^  ^''"^^  «=<"•««  Hnd  skins    to 
shp  heedlessly  from  his  hands  to  earth;    unti    o„  o^ 

occasion  he  saw  Bate  thriftily  gathering  them  up  Z 
and  mental  revelry,  as  herein  before  described, 
carisriff  b     .  "^^'  inadvertently  stolen  in  his 

fllr  a  /  ""''  "        ""  *'''  "^""  ""-^  '^^"t  *°  join 

^o  frrt~L£.  "°  ''"^""-  *°  ^'^^  -^*  -PP-' 

bovisVlu'Tb'  ^''*''''  "'■'  ''•''■  --rtheless.  i„  his 
boyish  laughing  voice,  putting  his  shining  teeth 
through  an  apple,  "it's  deuced  funny,  the  wly  we'et 
"hash'  T  T  •"  =''=•'"  ^''^  '"'  PC  Jo  It 
be  wo'r^lr  '"''  '^^"^  "''  choppL-tray  ::' 

bread  ha^r,/;  ,'^^'''^"'  '""*  "^^^^  »d  "eal 
bread-ha!  ha!  And  clams,  and  once  in  a  while  a  &h 

ot  the  steaks  we  have  in  New  York   broilp^   t       ■     i! 
th.k,  served  up  with  mushrooms, ttSii"S 

rsa^tirScrerxr  iT.n«^' 

pagne,  and  old  whisky,  and-^»      '  '^'^  ''"""- 

Rob  smacked  his  lips,  an  aching  sorrow  in  his  eyes 

Get  out  o'  here,"  said  Bate  gruffly.  ^ 

Rob    thought    Bate's    tone   signified   only    a    heart- 

"  Say.  the  first  few  times  I  ate  '  meat '  here,  I  couldn't 
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taste  it,  for  wondcr^.g  what  it  was.    Ha !  Ha !  Toughf 

Strtng,f    Oh,  Tamarack !    But.  now,  I'm  crazy  for  it. 

N/leather  an'  shoestrings  an'  baseball  covers.  I  swipe 
rmne  off  my  plate  as  fast  as  you  do,  now;  I  give  you 
my  word  I'm  hungry  an  hour  after  I've  filled  up  on 
beans  and  cornmoal,  and  then  it's  apples  and  water, 
and  wat.T   and   apples-Ha!    Ha!-and   apples    and 

water,  p-  A  *ater  and  apples " 

«  Get  out  o'  here! "  repeated  Bate,  this  time  in  a  tone 
wnose  inflections  were  unmistakably  not  those  of  sym- 
pathy. "Just  as  soon  as  you  git  yer  muscle  up  a 
h  tie  Daisy  Lee,  I'll  give  ye  a  lickin'  ye  '11  never  furgit. 
But  I  don't  want  ter  maul  a  sissy;   so  ye're  safe  » 

"What  is  the  matter  with  you.  Bate?"  said  Rob, 
deep  y  chagrmed  at  this  requital  of  his  kindly  meant 
overtures  Bate  had  often  growled  openly  at  his  food 
and  at  Mary;  while  Rob's  present  diatribe  had  been 
given  on  y  in  the  purest  jest,  feeling  as  he  did  keenly 
that  gratitude  was  an  eminently  becoming  garb  both 
for  himself  and  Bate  under  the  circumstancfs  i„  whLh 
poor  Mary  did  her  lavish  best.  He  had  intended  oX 
a  bit  of  joUy  mtercourse  concerning  what  he  regarded 
as  their  mutual  epicurean  difficulties. 

Aside  from  that  he  considered  Bate  as  rather  a  sort 


of  tt„vj     1         X     . ; ^  "*  ratner  a  sort 

of  burde'n        '       ""'  "'  °"  ''''  ^'^''"  "^  ^"'•"P^  "-* 

The  snarl  and  menace  were  a  disagreeable  surprise. 

He  s  taking  this  excuse  to  attack  me,  because  Cuby 

likes  my  company,"  discerned  Rob  in  a  flash  of  mental 

acumen,  and  silently  he  regretted  that  he  had  made 
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woth  X:'^  ''"'^'•'"'^  °'  '-"  '"'^^'•=  '*  '««'  -t  been 

"What  i,  the  matter  with  you,  Bate?"  he  aaked 

lus  sunny  good-natured  face  and  tone  seeking  to  £ 

nore  the  later  phases  of  the  dilemma.  * 

Go  and  git  out  o'  my  sight,  Miss  Lee." 

advised   h.m   w.th  portent   emphasis.      "  Ko. '/better'^ 
get  over  ,„to  the  pen  there  with  your  mates." 
Bate  ground  his  teeth. 

"Ef  you  darst  come  over  thar'  behind  the  firs,"  he 
suggested  tauntingly,  "I'll  „;„„  vo„  ,  A 
«»,„„        ±;i  ...  *       y°"  *  "°se  you  can 

chaw  on  till  this  time  next  year.  Ef  you  dar.t.  an' 
ef  you  .ar.„.  I'll  punish  ye  right  here'whar'  y  be; 
an  don  t  cry,  Tr  perhaps  Ma'y  '11  come  out  an' resky 
ye.     She  can  see  ye,  ef  ye  stay  right  whar'  ye  be." 

Rob  makmg  no  pause  whatever  for  contemplation. 
n,arehed  over  behind  the  firs.  He  towered  above  Bat^ 
but  he  was  not  an  athlete,  nor  had  he  ever  made  any 

llaTjJ'T,^'  "'  ''"'"''"^'  '°^"^  that  end.  He 
had  eluded  skillfully  the  bore  of  submitting  to  a  college 
^ucation ;  his  travels  had  been  performed  in  the  mS 
sott  and  luxurious  fashion. 

Bate,  in   spite  of  his   occasional  excesses,   had   ih. 
sturdy  muscles   indurate   through  habits  of  toU   and 

s.on       over  here  behind  the  firs   where  Miss  StingLee 
can  t  rescue  me.    Now  come  on  and  punish  me ! " 

cW    K1    ""l^  ^"^  'P'""*  *°'^'"-'^  '^•'»'  «™i°«  a  swift, 
clean  blow  that  felled  iiim  to  earth. 
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Rob  ro.e  .Uggering^a  fiend  now.  an  incarnate  fury 
^  h  but  one  ,ntent.    Life  or  death,  it  mattered  not 
ony  to  reach  that  «„Den.  derisive  face  leering  at  hlL 

^ZfJ^'iri  °'  '■■'■/'■" '-'  '^^y^  with  mI 

Tut  he  tu  ;.  /r"?  ""«"-"»"'■'  he  cared  not  how. 
r«Ih  /  ^  ..'"  "'"'"''^  '""'^  that  black  taunting 
goa,  before  he  died,  and  his  blood  surged  with  a  blind 

tunL    J     T-'  """'T*  ''°'^'  '"''^^«''  «t  "very  oppor- 

C   ft,     ff  :''"\'^  ""'  "°*  '-I  «>-  Wows,  but 

atet    h      m'   fu''""'"«  ^'"^'^  '^"'^  t^J'*"   °«   «  deadly 
watchfulness     Bate  contemptuously  interpreted  this  as 

ctt  lltl    f        f^  "^"■""''■"^  °°  ''"  hack  under  the 
BcntiUant  glare  of  two  blue  eyes  that  looked  as  hi<^ 

r:\ftr  r  '^ '-  ""'"^  -*  whit:M^rth':j 

seemed  of  sufficient  purpose  to  devour  him;   for   witl. 

tr^r "' ''' "''-''  «°^  '^  ^"^'^  ^^^^^ 

weSr'an?"'? ^  ■^'"''  ""P""^"*  ''y  his  unexerted 
weight,  and  restrainmg  him  with  the  clutch  of  desp«! 
a  e  ams,  Rob  gazed  down  upon  him,  and  the  blood 

swrj;;sr-^^— pp---uponBr 

"H'ist  yerself,  you  mad  ox!"  said  Bate   »n-fl.  *^ 
first  impulse  of  his  recovered  breatL      "Sea"    ,fr! 
self^up,  you  d-d  side-of-a-barn.     This  ain't  To  Zr 

Rob  tightened  the  strenuous  grip  that  held  his  victim. 
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"Thi.  ain't  play,"  he  sobbed  with  snent  br,.n. 

:ir;:r"«"'*™-"----^tttr;' 

^^ «  You  durn  ,„ou„tai„  of  «  fool-baby,  let  me  up.  J 

,nchwl  V''"'  '^'"'"'^  ^^  '^'  '«'"'  °f  Wood  on  hi. 

"Sat  '2  *;«r  ;.-"•?''-%  -  "joinder, 
and  r^'^o^^pr  ''"  "^  --^''  'f  y-  ^^-.■ 

of  ie  d?  7t     '"^*^''"  *"  ''"'"^  ^-^  ^^ke  the  gasp 

of  ^.  ?T  ""''  ^'  ^""'^  "trengthened  the  fastnL! 

strietu?::fTh  ^"^^V- "^  '""^^  '^^^  *°  --*" 

stncture  of  those  confining  arms;    moreover  someone 

of ?7'  ^°^:  ''*  "'  "P"  '•^  ""''•  '»  *  Wtter  travesty 
of  a  conohatory  tone.  «  and  we'U  caU  it  quits."  ' 

^^Curse  ye.  ye  may  stay  there  till  yer  aL  Z  off. 

"You  promised  me  you  would  not  do  that,"  she  ex- 

vanqmshed.  she  stood  in  speechless  wonder.  ^ 

•ert.     when  the  great  moon-calf  teetered  and  feU  on 
m.     I  thought  the  North  mountain  had  tumbled!" 
t>ay.     «mply   repeated  Hob,  in  Mary's  presence. 


hi   ' 
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wiUmnctiou.  accent,  of  p„Htc„e...  «  ..y  .^r.  Hil- 

L»      ''"'!"°"«'''  "^-  ?'<"»•.'  and  riUet  you  up  " 
Bate  snorted,  and  upake  not.  *^ 

"  Let  him  up,  Robert,"  laid  Mary. 

..wuu^.''.''"'^'"    ^°"""»"'»    Rob    ro.e    regretfullv 

Wh.ch  „  t,»  he  observed,  however,  amoothl/  I  2' 

wh,ch  .s  .t  that  Mis,  Stingaree  has  •  rescued  '  ?  » 

Bate  made  another  spring  for  hi,  adversary;    but 

a  new  and  fresh  element  entered  the  arena  at  tW    Z 

ment,  and  Bate's  truculency  wilted  down  into  a  fad^ 

and  surly  withdrawal  from   ^•-e  scene      It  w..  M 
KoJn    —11      '    ,  scene,     it  was  Mrs. 

"Srjr^'>       ' ''"  ^"'*''f"'  °-Wp  at  her  side. 
Quit  fightm',"  sne  remarked  di,pa,sionately. 

"  Yes  'm,"  he  subjoined  softly. 

The  eyes  that  gazed  through  Mrs.  Byjo's  .pectecle. 

ha?   Hin     \*'"""\"°*  ""fri^dly  to  himself,  at 
that    His  torn  heart,  shattered  and  left  empty  Hy  the 

retreating  surges  of  passion,  warmed  a  little 

he  „,„    '"L""'   '  *'"■"''  '  "^  *°  K"  ""d  t«ke  «  bath." 

iLch  rlr"'.  '''"""■"«  '™'"  ^"  "«"■*''  the  warm  bl^d 
which  tr^Wec:  persistently  thither  from  his  nose. 

He  had  h.m  down,"  he  heard  Mary  confide  to  Mrs 
Byjo,  as  he  retreated.     «Rob  had  him  down!"    lie 

w^/::ai^t:°"'"  • .  '■'"  *° ''-  ^"■•'^^'  "-^  '-^^« 

wood  agam  to  a  v,y,fyi„g  ^torm.     So  it  was  subject 
Ills  tub.,  but  strangely  enough,  neither  blows 


•wj;;:'ipmiFt 
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nor  the  loti  of  much  crimton  gore  had  weakened  him 
m  the  leait;  an  apprehension  of  unmeanired  itrenffth 
confuMd  and  at  the  same  time  luitained  him  m  h« 
scrubbed  at  hl«  ignominious  task. 

Never  gleamed  clothes  whiter  from  the  hand  of  the 
fuller  Unconsciously  Rob  had  put  into  their  cleans- 
ing the  foretaste  and  the  promise  of  «  consummate 
physical  prowc«i.  The  manner  in  which  he  hung  them 
on  the  hne.  while  it  portrayed  an  intense  security  in 
the  adjustment  of  the  clothespins,  indicated,  otherwi*., 
some  remarkable  preoccupation  of  mind. 

Tangled  bunches  of  handkerchiefs  and  collars  waved 
meekly  from  their  vise-like  attachment  to  the  line,  no 
hope  of  change,  no  dream  of  wandering  for  them. 
Shirts  suspended  variously,  by  the  neck,  by  one  arm, 
by  the  flap,  screamed  in  the  wind  as  they  shook  their 
disordered  members  menacingly  in  one  another's  faces 
As  twilight  advanced-for,  by  reason   of  untoward 
events,  Rob's  washing  had  not  been  finally  presented 
as  a  spectacle  to  the  world  until  late  in  the  day— aa 
the  shades  of  evening  deepened,  and  the  wind  abated 
not,  this  ghost-like  throng  upon  the  line  engaged  in 
wUder  ant.cs  and  drearier  hissing  of  battle;   so  that, 
It  was  said,  certain  young  people  from  Bear  River 
actuaDy  thought  it  worth  their  while  to  climb  the 
steeps  and  stand  peering  in  painfully  suppressed  merri- 
ment from  behind  the  bunch  of  firs   in  order  to  vieir 
the  scene. 

It  was  well  for  Rob  that  he  plodded  stoutly  on,  un- 
conscious of  the  general  interest  which  attached  to 
this  experimentative  dawn  of  his  existence:  better  for 
him   too,  that  he  had  not  known  of  the  small  audience 
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gathered  pr.viou«Ijr  to  witneM  hi.  gloved  attack  u„ 

into  the  rafter      IT/T        .u     J"  "  ^'"P'^t^"*  bolt 
through  it,  tenl         ».      *  ^^"  ^'""  *''"'»°'  »*«="-«» 

sault  ^^"^  ^""""^  "^  t°  '««''  the  a,- 

S-sh^for^V""""*?".""*  *°  *•=  "^^^    step  careful! 
B  K  K      ^       '"  *''"  *'"■'"'«''  the  "ack." 

-  w^i"  aT  "Tt"  """"P"'*^'  *""*  J-'  -t"«J. 
Th.  f  uT  I  '  °"  *''"  ""*  "*"<=  'n  this  new  arena 
The  look  he  bent  upon  the  han,  wa.  haughty,  .l"  ;Z" 
and  merclesH.  He  dealt  the  ham  a  stunner  ^fdTj 
ham  swung  back  and  then  returned  to  reach  o^ts^H 
and  menacingly  after  him.     Rob  retreated  a  ",  k 

■ncr^lible   quickness,    then    da.ed  trrd' ^n" 

unequal  on  the  whole     tL  7  .  "*  '""'  "°* 

Rob  hri  tk,  ^™ug,  „,  i„pi^  ^^^l  JJ^« 
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had  the  enduring  .,l«tinacy  of  a  creature  imperviou. 
to  lutrering  or  fatigue. 

Rob  watched  hiH  opportunities  ever  more  and  more 

•lertljr  and  did  buffet  the  ham  right  valiantly;    until 

.ome  t.red  «wervo  of  l.I,  wri^t  caused  him  to  admini.ter 

a   blow    that   ,o    rcncte,!    upon    hii.   own    knuckle,    he 

jumped   perpendiculurlj,   with  the  pain  of  it.  and   a. 

he  descended  the  Imn.,  too,  returned  from  its  flight  and 

fetched  him  a  broadside  of  punishment  that  sent  him 

reelmg  against  the  meal  barrel,  to  its  overthrow  and 

hi.  own  accompanjring  downfall.     Sadly,  too,  he  fell 

on  that  particular  rack  of  the  shed  where  a  setting  hen, 

unthroned    by    such    rude   means,    bristled    her    every 

feather  at  him  with  angry  maledictions,  and  even  pecked 

"•     'ciously  at  his  already  battered  features. 

At  this  point  Bate  succumbed  to  a  breathless  spasm 
of  m.rth.  Softly  he  let  himself  down  to  earth  and 
rolled  over  and  over  with  the  glee  of  his  emotions,  and 
silently  he  rolled  himself  to  a  safe  ground  of  vantage 
where  he  could  rise  and  slink  away,  leaving  Mary  a. 
sole  occupant  of  the  proscenium  box. 

Mary  indeed  remained  fascinated  at  the  crack- 
for  the  play  was  not  yet  done.  I„  the  snatch  of  a 
breath  Rob  was  up  again,  and  now  the  ham  began  to 
receive  a  mellowing  that  would  stand  by  it  aU  its  re- 
mainmg  days,  to  the  frying-pan.  Though  both  cause 
and  environment  were  comical,  Rob's  face  and  figure 
grew  actually  heroic,  as,  yielding  now  not  one  inch  of 
ground,  sending  his  antagonist  thudding  back,  meet- 
ing Its  rebound,  rebound  after  rebound,  with  the  un- 
erring stroke  of  his  fists,  swallowing  he  .ly  his  own 
pam  and  weariness    until  the  trie}    ...s  IJy  his    he 
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felt  that  the  just  Power.  o<-  *i,  • 
-"l^ter  of  the  ring         "  °'  *'"'  "'  acknowledged  him 

^you  «.n.e  Jore^?^  r;;/  ""  --^.  «!'"  g-ve 
fighter.  Ha!  ha!  ShT' u  .  '"'•  ^'"''••«  «  good 
meet  again."  '"''"'   '"^'^'■-     «°°d-by.    tilf  we 

During  this  adieu  M««,  i.  j 
AWeetly  fled  to  the  ht^     ""  '""""''  ^''-'^  ^'^ 

-t. upper.    Mar,e'::rXT&ttth'^'"'"''^ 
t*Jn  animation  in  her  ™       '^"^"""y  with  him,  a  cer- 

0/  demanding  h"r  ^ZZTl  "  *'°"«''  ''■^^'  '-^-d 
had  accorded  her  a  S  ^"''.^"'"«'«  «°d  Patronage. 
"»  own  account  Lte  lothTV"*""*  """^  ^^^* - 
«g  fun  of  Bob,  and  wis  wS  "J- J"/  '""""^  •"'^- 
con^ected  her.  i^  ^',21;^^  S  ,  ""''  '''"^^" 
°f  quality  ^ho  had  once  XZLi  '*"«"  ''•»"''" 

"Pon  W,  familj.  in  Te  dat  f ."  "^  '"""'"^  «"«" 
woman's  dark  eyes  t!S  Tf,-  f  *"'  childhood.  That 
Women  .0  J^l^SA'd  rl^'I'l. '"''  ''''■««'  h--- 
dom  met  with;  thei  had  bl  *?^  '•"°*°""=  "«  -1- 
'-as  this  one,  Lnd  Marv  cJ  ^*  °"'''  '^'^  ""^  *"« 
Help  Us.  had  hj^Z.XyJ  ^r'  "-''  "^^ 
-«c  be.„,,  Z,  ml':;  of  t"S^'  *'•''  --  •-*«>- 

Rob  anticipated  her  every  nid  Z,  m 
eagerlj,  responsive  to  every  brilt         J'  ""  '"''^''' 
hers.  ^  ""Sfht  word  or  look  of 

Zy'sml"**'"''""'"  *'"•"«''*««*- 
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:t^'  quietl,.  the  least  ripple  of  a  .^,e  „„  he. 

the"  W"*^  "*•  ^""^^  *^*  ^-  -^^-«>  «W 

"No,  not  that— it's  too  good  for  ns  "  P„k       •  j 
eairerlv  •   «  T  m.j    *  '     ■'*™  C"«l 

place  and  on  Bate's,  to  talk  as  I  H.H-  '       .f  °"y°"' 
take  it  back    and  T  L  ,      '    ^  "'"''  ^  "^""M 

I  h.„  r,  .        ^  ^°"'"  P"'^''°.  Miss  Stinaaree 

I  beg  your  pardon,  Bate.    I  acted  like  a  cad  "        * 

«„:?'  '*•=«' Bate  outright,  with  an  honest  fuUness  of 
apology  on  lus  flushed,  shamed  countenance.  "' 

replii:  «"l  .^IZ"'  "*  1 '  "•"*  ''^'"  «-*' 
n«;.„  »      J  T^^  ""^^  ""^  reckonin'  with  you.  vit 

Da.^.     and  he  turned  his  back  and  skulked  L^'l 

Mary  had,  somehow,  anticipated  or  expected  ih. 

"  Do  not  mind  him,"  she  said     «  H»  j 
that."  "*  °°'«  °°t  mean 

But  her  bosom  heaved,  her  nostrils  grew  thin    .„J 
an  ominous  dark  streak  showed  in  ^      •  '  ^^ 

cheeks.  ^  ""  **'  *="°"«"'  of  her 

Ho'b-'''  "'  ^"^  *""^"  '»  *""  h""-."  thought 
«ob.      mine,  and  Bate's,  and  Mary  StingarU  » 

"  I  don't  mind,"  he  said     «'  T  ^     °™«aree  s. 
i«,~i    •     i    ■*  ^  deserved  a  cut.    Well 

«»od-n«nt  d  you'll  excuse  me,  Miss  Stingar^     f-I 
get  so  fared  I  can't  hold  my  head  up."        *  ' 
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She  flashed  a  smile  at  him  more  than  kind;  it  wa. 
^atefu,  and  it  had  faith  in  him.  She  pa«,ed  in  „IS 
next  room  to  her  mother.     Rob  stood  a  moment  and 

to  stnf  hir  '^rl-"'"'"  "■"•     ^"7  '^^  "till 
to  stand  before  ham.  but  the  brilliance  and  force  of 

h^  changed  now  to  only  that  womanly  heaving  of  the 

'rL  h""  °t  f  r"'  '-"^  °'  «"«>  disconcerting 
ZLT^t  T'    "*  *'"'  ^'""^  «Wrt-waist.  rising  anj 

^at^neat  brown  worLng-waist  of  Mary's  had  a  heart 
Good  heavens,  what  a  heart  it  might  bel     What 
Tob     *  1".T  r"  '"""  '"^^  "^  woman-fromT: 

stl  fT  A^  'r*'-    "  '=°«'''  "°*  •>«=  »>«*  W»  very 
.oul  foUowed  her  through  the  door  behind  which  she  hal 

uZ Zt  h       '  *°  ?""  "'  '*-*"  P"*  '^^  ''^•^^-n 
upon  that  heaving  breast  as  worthy  to  give  and  to 

re^ve  comfort.    He  shook.    It  coufd  not^    But:^ 

soul  T  *'"'*  P°°'  «"•''''  '°"«Iy  ««1  Jonging 

.oul  conceived  an  idea-he  could  washk  dishes^iof 

«.^  "T'"  "!"*  '"''"■'  *'  •"""«''*  ""t  her  mother's 
aupper  tray  she  always  sat  for  a  whfle  with  her  ui 
»g  confident  ally  and  low.  soothing  and  coJo^^ 
her.  The  table  was  not  cleared,  the  dishes,  of  course 
not  w^hed.  He  had  often  heard  Mary  a  this  Usk' 
wh»  his  own  comfortable  head  was  sJking  oi  tt' 
Its  first  dehcious  slumber  of  the  night  »     "  ""» 

«.  a  cTt  tiTf!"  ''  """'  "'""*  ""  «"•■»•  --'-• 
Lm  t^  H  f  "  T  •""P""''  '^  "''"^  *e  table, 
washed  the  dishes  and  set  them  away,  spread  the  old 
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red  table-cover  that  converted  the  kitchen  into  a  sit- 
ting-room, replaced  the  evening  lamp,  omitting  no 
detail,  and  was  in  his  own  room  upstairs  before  Mary 
appeared  on  the  scene. 

"Virginia!"  he  heard  her  calling  with  a  swelling 
heart  of  friendship  and  gratitude  from  the  house  door ; 
"Virginia!" 

Then  Rob  knew  f-it  Mary  had  concluded  at  once 
that  it  was  Mrs.  Byjo  who  had  crept  slyly  in  and  done 
her  this  favor. 

"Come  in,  Virginia,"  called  the  now  laughing  and 
urgent  voice. 

"  She  won't  come,  Miss  Stingaree,"  muttered  Rob 
in  the  silence  of  his  heart.  "  I  don't  believe  she's  any- 
where about.  Oh,  the  deuce!"  he  added  to  himself; 
"  I  kind  o'  wanted  her  to  know  I  did  it.  'Twould  'a' 
been  fun.  But  she'll  never  know;  she'll  lay  it  to  Byjo, 
and  forget  it.  I  get  work  enough  to  do,  all  right; 
but  somehow  I  miss  all  the  bouquets.  Well,  never  mind 
— the  didn't  have  to  do  'em,  anyway;  and  probably 
she'd  been  mad  at  me  if  she'd  known  who  it  was." 

Rob  did  not  read  in  his  room ;  his  busine&s  there  was 
emphatically  sleeping;  insomnia  had  become  the  vague 
reminiscence  of  some  fever  in  a  past  world.  If  he  could 
keep  awake  until  he  turned  respectably  into  bed  he 
was  only  too  happy.  Magazines  and  novels  he  cared 
little  for ;  and  the  daily  newspapers  he  could  not  have. 
Occasionally  he  flapped  the  Bible  open,  to  light,  per- 
chance, upon  some  startling  expression,  and  also  be- 
cause he  was  very  lonely  and  it  was  connected  with  the 
tender  sentimental  era  of  black  velvet  and  golden  curls 
and  pony  whip. 
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His  eyea  full  of  the  tticki  of  ,-;*♦ 
ber.  he  flapped  it  open  S^gJl  '""""^«  ""»- 

be«21  af  Ephtr!:'  *"  """  '  ^-  '-"«•>*  -•«. 
he  di;t  Tt"  t^' J*;r"f  •  «'««'  Ph-e.  a«, 

put  h.i;  ;:•  tlivi  f «r°''  •"^"^  ""^ 

the  fine  w«v  he  t„M  i.  f  •  *^  "'  ""^  *'"»  ''m 
without  brZ  o^u^'  t,?  '*  -^r"''^'  ''"""^'^• 
I  have  fought  with  Ltsii:""  ""'  """"*'•  "^  ""« 

B„rr^:i'°°'  ^«''**'  ^^  """«'  ho^e  been, 
in  his  calculations     Th!  f  IT      •  T    '"«'y»°%  ''"^J' 
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I 

AN  ZOtl  FOB  A  »TAlfP 

Aw.  for  the  Uwny-haired  hero  of  the  rW!     With 

S-  ""PJutheater  had  dwindled  down  to  a 

.mart,ng  conscousnes.  of  a  bruised  body,   Twn  to 

oi  an  aspiring        npion. 

Mary  was  af     d  to  embitter  Sate,  and  do  Rob  actual 
harm  ,n  consequence,  by  engaging  in  any  h^dy  to" 

iitrrr'^'^rrr  -  ^'-■^r--''  - 

,  .,  «"***'    »°  the  same  studed  courtesv 

f".t  utr-'^"^  "^^^^^^ '-"  -«^ «»"  »*  «•«  •'-^- 

inJr''RolJ""  ^^!r'  '°""'  St«fford-^aU  last  eyen- 
IwursTrnr-""  ''''  ^-'  '^''^-'  -' 

wav^tTr^'""*''^'  "'^^  '""^  ^  «  -"yterious 
way  the  ishes  to  perform.  When  I  came  out  from 
Mother's  room  everything  had  been  done  for  me-  and 
"t  »  not  the  flr.t  time,"  she  added,  "that  vLinif 
has  done  me  so  kind  a  turn."  »"-gmia 


She's  a  brick."  said  Rob  heartily. 


Bate  sniffed.    The  world  seemed 
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upon  the  well  of  Marah  within  him,  and  he.  most 
uncannily,  .eemed  alway.  to  know  what  wa«  going  on 
m  all  the  small  affair*  of  life. 

"  Bjjo  never  done  your  dlshei  last  night,"  he  de- 
clared. 

"  Who,  then?  "  said  Mary,  regarding  him  hopefully : 
"  did  you,  Bate? "  *"        J  • 

"Me?   No." 
"Well,  then— who?" 

"The  prize-fighter,  thar';  and  I  wouldn't  thank 
him  for  his  im^rdence,  either." 

Mary  blushed.  Rob  reveled  in  her  look ;  but  at  that 
point  he  lost  her.  He  did  not  follow  her  purpose  to 
shield  and  save  him,  but  saw  only  the  cool  and  quiet 
smile  which  hovered  about  her  lips. 

«  Ah,  now  I  understand,"  she  said,—"  though  it  must 
seem  ungrateful.-the  great  rim  of  grease  left  around 
the  inside  of  the  dishpan." 

Bate  cast  so  sharp  and  triumphant  a  glance  of  warn- 
ing at  him  that  Rob  almost  felt  in  washing  the  dishes, 
though  he  could  still  vividly  recall  the  impulses  of 
hopeless  love  and  holy  kindness  which  had  abounded 
in  him  at  the  time,  that  he  had  given  serious  ground 
for  offense.  There  are  rites  of  conduct  for  human 
observation  in  Power  Lot,  as  elsewhere,  and  possibly 
he  had  arrogated  to  himself  too  much  of  the  privilege 
of  the  domestic  and  familiar.  Anyway,  Bate  had  ex- 
posed him,  and  brought  contempt  upon  him;  and  now 
he  did  not  leave  the  table  as  usual,  but  sat  regarding 
Mary  and  Rob  in  an  insultingly  watchful  manner. 

Rob  excused  himself,  and  sighed  deeply  as  he  stepped 
outside  the  donr.     His  clothes  on  the  line!     Alas,  for 
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the  •train  and  rigor  of  immorUl  combat— it  had  fallen 
to  th..;  Rob  must  take  down  hi.  own  clothe..  And, 
that  Bate,  watching  from  lome  iource,  would  devour 
with  delight  this  .avory  morwl  of  hi.  di.comflture,  he 
felt  sure. 

Rob  filled  hi.  pipe-he  had  only  one  drawing  of 
mola..e.-and-ginger  tobacco  left,  by  tlie  way-saun- 
tered up  with  hi.  hand,  in  hi.  pocket.,  and  attacked 
the  Ime.  But  how  white  they  were!  Water  and  the 
.tern  drubbing  of  the  board,  and  the  wind,  of  ad- 
ver.,ty  which  had  blown  all  night  upon  them,  had  made 
them  how  wondrou,  .weet.  Rob  condccended  to  Uke 
a  httle  pride  in  them  at  la.t,  in  hi.  own  heart ;  outwardly 
h..  ear.  were  .uffu.ed  with  blu.he.  a.  he  folded  them  on 
the  gra..  preparatory  to  carrying  them  in  and  packing 
them  away.  •* 

Hereafter,  a  flannel  .hirt  or  two,  with  a  few  ad- 
junct, by  way  of  handkerchief,  and  .tockingp,  would 
represent  hi.  labor,  at  the  wa.htub  and  hi.  .oldierv 
of  the  line.  ' 

He  wanted  very  much  to  have  a  little  interview  with 
Mary;  m  the  fir.t  place  for  the  wke  of  the  painful 
and  plea.urable  excitement  of  being  near  her,  and  in 
the  Mcond  place  becau.e  hi.  finance,  had  reached  an 
ebb— a.  witness  the  one  pipe-drawing  of  tobacco  re- 
maimng  to  him-where  it  wa.  imperatively  necessary 
for  him  to  propound  a  frank  business  proposition  to 
her.  Just  a.  he  was  making  his  return  passage  through 
the  kitchen  having  put  away  hi.  linen,  Bate  .uddenly 
appeared  with  an  afl'ected  preoccupation  of  ha.te  and 
began  .umbling  among  the  hric-a-brac  on  the  kitchen 
shelf  in  .earch  of  something,  no  one  knew  what 
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Rob  disregarding  hi,  pre«„ee.  .tood  in  the  cenUr 

of  the  floor.  „d  .poke  with  dignity  „d  .el/-p„.,ro^: 

M.M  Strngaree,  do  you  mind  my  getting  you TZ." 

Why   of  course  not,  RoL  rt;   but  don't  you  nid 
the  time  for  your  own  work? »  ^        ^ 

K»ree,  la  one  of  absolute  penury;  in  fact   it 
P«ury  mean.        thing  hke  penn,,  HavitTv I  tL*. 

^tthrc^^f'js-bs 

ltS:?my  rniT^  '"-"^  *•  -•"■"-  ^-  wh. 

chuX'rheTen^'rfrlf"^  .'''""'^™»*' 
kitchen  .helf.  '"*'"  P"^*  °^'  ^ 

"  He's  o'ut  o'  tobackker  " 

«  seemed  hard  to  her     Ho  _ 

»™  loner.    He  was  so  good-natured.    It 
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had  touched  her  in  a  way  that  he  did  not  dream  of- 
h..  washing  the  dishe.  for  her.  Bate  made  her  friendly 
relation.  w,th  her  big  ward  more  difficult  rtiU  through 
!«•  m.ane  jealou.y  and  moodine...  But  Rob'.  pre.ent 
elegance  of  manner  cast  a  glamour  over  all  thing.,  made 
them  appear  hopeful,  even  joyful.  It  wa.  not  .0  .ure 
but  that,  m  .ome  Mn.e.  in  place  of  her  bewitching  him 
he  wa.  bewitching  her,  her  life-training  had  been  .0 
practice  and  .evere,  and  he  waa.  at  pre.ent  at  lea.t, 
even  with  hi.  appeal  for  money,  the  very  .oul  of  chival- 
rous  romance. 

Mary  could  not  help  .miling  when  he  brought  hi. 
request  to  a  peroration. 

"  Very  well,"  .he  answered;  "we  wiU  not  conwder  it 
a.  a  loan  but  I  .hall  be  very  glad  to  pay  you  ten  cent. 
If  you  will  dig  .ome  clam..** 

Rob  bowed.    He  had  devouOy  hoped  that  .he  would 
understand  and  offer  payment  in  advance;    then  he 
could  stop  at  the  River  on  hi.  way  back  from  the  flat* 
and  purchase  some  tobacco;  it  would  .ave  him  another 
long  trip  up  and  down  the  hill.    To  do  Mary  justice, 
.he  did  not  fully  diagno.e  hi.  predicament.     He  wid 
nothing  more.     Cea.ele..  phy«ical  exertion  wa.  becom- 
ing second  nature  to  him,  and  he  had  observed  that 
the  strange  mechanism  of  his  body,  after  a  few  mo- 
ments of  quiet,  if  strenuously  put  to  labor  and  plenU- 
fuUy  bedewed  with  sweat,  limbered  up  again  to  the 
tune  of  untiring  action.     OccasionaUy  he  reflected  in 
blank  astonishment  on  his  health  and  vigor,  and  still 
the  latent  purpose  of  his   untrained  pleasure-loving 
nature  wa.  to  go  rollicking  back  to  New  York  as  soon 
a.  opportunity  offered,  and  expend  hi.  accrued  treas- 
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«>y  the  .tcp  road,  which  wu  ahorter   and  had  cc«,ed 

TJzsTn  r  ."•"■"  "r  "■'"  •'^"•«''*^  -^^^' 

Z-LV  "'"*  "P  *'''  '•'«"".t'»n>pcd  back  and 

Mve^d  h..  .p„„.  to  Mary,  and  received  hi.  ten  J". 

cl.rif  r  "•  "  '"'  ''''™*'^  *'"•'"'  «-•'•»  bad 
Z7\  '"!'•''.«"  «  •  "^minder  to  be  more  particular 
">  future  ,n  hi.  .election  of  tho.e  bivalve. 

ev^"tt°r"^K'"  "r""^  '"  «"•'•  '*  ••«"«»  »i« 
^y«.  to  have  thmg.  thrown  at  him,  and    at  a  .afe 

back  «t  V,rg,„^,  ^d  p^^^^^  ^^^^^   ^  . 

down  the  hill  again.  J    "  au  way 

Plut'n'f'ft^'  '*■"!  ''"  P"'"'"""'  •"■•  "•"•>  t^^-cent 
fn  1  :  *?  ""*  ^"'^  •""  P->'  •*•"*"«  out.ide 
m  the  center  of  activity  created  by  a  confused  street 
-ne  consisting  of  one  yoke  of  oxen  and  two  L" 
«nd-yes,  that  wa.  Cuby  coming.  Cuby  knew  the 
propnetie.  and  the  tenets  of  chofce  socieL    she  dW 

w:^  «*:  a^drr.''^  '''""^  "^•'"^  ^-^^^i 

o7  thelril'"       '  — -icating  with  the  far  «,ge 

Rob  flattered  himself  with  the  happy  thought  that 
^e  e,pe.t,d  him  to  follow.  There  af  least"  he  S 
«  he  watched  her  trim,  smart  figure  disappearing  w^' 
.omethmg  t^giblj.  human  to  get  hold  of.TndTe  Z 

"  Yo^rt  Trr  '"'  ^^"'-^  comp^nionshi;    " 
You  do  loaf."  d,e  suddenly  admonished  him  witf. 
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plainly  at  l.er  «,dc  to  k-  ignored  any  longer.     "  You 
work  not,  y„u  ,n«kc  to  lonf  by  the  .tore." 

"Now  «ec  here,  f  uby,  I  don't  loaf.  It  jurt  hap- 
pened.    I  haven't  -topped  to  breathe  before  iL  .  dog^ 

Rob  puffed  at  hi.  pipe  choicely,  cautiou.Iy;  even 
th.,  do.p..ed  quality  of  the  weed  had  grown  to  b.  Z 
preciou.  .avor  to  him. 

«Ju.tlook."he continued." „t what  I've  been  through 

T,!L  ^l"  "'"*  "^  ""■'  """y  *"■«"=-•  Twice  up 
and  down  that  eternal  hill  to  earn  ten  cent,  for  .uch 
a  luxury  a.  thi..  Mo-I-that  they  u.ed  to  call  'S 
Hdton  he,r'  at  hon,e.  Say,  thi.  i,  a  great  world.  Cuby 
and  ha.  got  lot.  of  entertaining  .tuff  in  it.  I  Zn" 
o  make  o  her  folk,  laugh  out  cf  the  wrong  .ide.  of 
tfteir  mouth,  .omctime.    Ha!  ha!    Ho'  ho!" 

lau^h  \^\^f  '=°"''l  »°t  ">«ter  up  a  maliciou. 
laugh.  It  m,ght  have  been  the  wealth  of  ozone  in  the 
«tn.o.phere.  but  hi.  wild  cachinn.tion  h«l  a  di.tinctly 
joyous  tone.  ' 

"My  father  .ay.,"  replied  Cuby  .ignificantly.  «I 
"hall  never  marry  any  man  w'at  i.  lezzy." 

"Quite  right.    For  that  very  rea.on  you'd  be  mighty 

Sweat!  Don't  .ay  a  word.  All  the  arrear.  on  my 
board  b,ll  pa,d  up!  Square  with  the  world!  T^e 
Shngaree  potatoe.  are  ahead  of  mine,  .o  I  put  in  extra 
t.me   at  the  u.ual  wagea  helping  hoe  them.     I  haven't 

chopp,n.  wood    diggin',  hoein'.  clan„mn'-and,   «.v 
1  ve  laid  Bate  flat."  ' 


^g^^. 
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TWt  meUUon  wm  unwi«,  „d  it  had  occurred  to 
Rob  «  only  .  r«narl«ble  item  «nong  hi.  T.riou.  toiU. 

Cliby'i  manner  clunged. 

"No.  You  have  lick- B.tt?  You  hmre? »  J,e  cried 
•»gerly. 

.«?"''  ''l^  T*  ^  «>««»«*»«>  of  her  excitement 
«nd  Mwrted  furthermore  with  r«ckl.M  higbminded- 

"A.k  Mi..  Stingaree;  a.k  Captain  Byj»_A#  «iw 
him  on  the  ground,  and  me  oyer  him  telling  him  to  bee 
for  mercy."  ■ 

"Oh.  Rob!"  Cuby  .ighed  an  ec.Utic  long  bwath 
•nd  put  a  hand  on  hi.  .houlder,  and  her  brown  eye. 
looked  mto  hi*.  ' 

Rob  wa.  electrified,  and  he  felt  of  a  .i^  that  matched, 
not  unfavorably,  with  the  .urrounding  mountain.. 
O«one  »  as  treachcrou.  a.  whisky  to  the  blood  of  any 
gay  reveler  who  ha.  not  learned  how  to  hoU  himMlf 
m  hand.  "^-bu 

"If  it  i.  hone.'  an'  true  that  you  have  Kck'  Bate." 
»«ad  Cuby  wleranly,  "then  they  .hall  not  any  more 
call  you  'Daisy,'  no.  And  my  father,  he  wiU  .how 
you  to  box  with  the  glove..  He  ha.  it  weD  learn'.  He 
•hall  make  a  laugh  a«;  them,  an*  show  you." 

«  Will  he?  »  cried  Hob,  hi.  hand,  twitching  to  besin 
lessons.  ^ 

"Sure.  Yes.  But,  Rober*,  you  make  yourwlf  fool- 
ish to  work  so  har-r-rd  for  so  little  of  pay.  Why  do 
you  not  meJc  them  that  is  rich  off  you,  Mnd  yon  the 
money?    Why  not?"  /       »« 

"That  is  just  where  your  dear  little  head  is  level, 
my  sweet  giri.     But  don't  you  see  they've  got  me  in 
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.  tr.p.    I  couldn't  buy  a  foot  of  .tanding  room.  ^Z 
on  on.  of  those  old  rotten  wood-packet,  ^and  The"" 
w  conn.vu,'  mean  together-and  I  believe  Cap'n  Jim 

a  Jr  "*  ^"^  '°"°"'  °'  '*-*'"'^  wouldn't  .ell™ 
.  berth,  even  if  I  had  the  money.     Be.ide,.  they  nevTr 

in  :„77';-rl,*'"'  """'•  ""*  -^^  ~™  ■•"—'' 

m  and  ou  hke  th.evo,.  Don't  you  .ee  where  I  am? 
mtTJ^rl  ''"*  'V"  *'"'  ^e-'^P^y-  What  i.  Robert 
water  "  ^""^    "''"  '  ^'  """  -rrounded  by 

Cuby  laughed.  There  wa.  no  que.tion  but  that  Rob 
wa.  growing  w,tty  a.  well  a,  valiant.    She  laughed  .o 

"Ho!  ho!    Ha!  ha!" 

"Ye..  Me-I  remember,"  gurgled  Cuby  through 
W  merrunen  ;  "I  mek  .tudy  of  the  geography  at  tS 
B.pt..^ool     But  now  there  i.  come  a  new  par-r-rt 

awwer.     He  u  one  poor  cus.  alJ  gurround'  with  water.' 

Then  her  face  grew  very  serious. 
"  You  .hall  not  go  away.  My  father  will  kill  you 
rf  you  go  away.  You  make  promi«,  to  me  we  are  en- 
gage' to  each  other.  If  you  go  away-though  I  ,aTd 
not  much  hat  I  We  you.  they  make  such  alugh"t 
m— you  shall  take  me  with  you.  That  is  sure  Yes 
No  youshaUnotgo.  But  write  them  the  letters.  See?' 
Make  the  b.g  thr-r-reat  at  them.     Scar-r-re  tl>em.» 

The  aspenty  of  Cuby's  lovely  glowing  face  wa. 
enough  to  send  fit.  of  dismay  through  any  cor^rat^ 
body  of  malefactor..  ^     "T>orate 
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-»  perfectly  eL~  "J^e '  ""•  '"^  ^"^  "«' 
*  J-otty  problem  altoi'ther  ^ut  Th '*"  ^'^"""^ 
present.     With  an  p.«K  .  ^'  province  at 

just  wherever  it  nuVhf  1,  ""'''"'"'^•^  «*>Jsm8  of  time, 
t^-e  .enta,  reslS^^lf-  ^.^t  ""IT'  ""^ 
careful  hereafter  in  I,:.    ^T.  7  ^  '"*''"  ""ore 

Pe«  W  atletalL^irr -r "''  ""^  '^^^  -' 

Letters,  Cuby,"  he  declared  gravely    «,K      t. 
*^"tten  letters  enough,  but  I  nevef  ^f   '  ^'  ^  '" 

know  this  about  Cant«;n  r  ^  ,  ^  ""^  *"''«''-  I 
he's  honest.  He  wo^  b  ^"''^^'"^^  -  he  i„ 
Waldeck  if  anTcr^f  Vo"V^  ''***"  °^"  ''•- 
however,  I've  JtTr:-     r*      '^  '"""'*  »»«''"  "«=; 

^w  i-konit..a^et:i::r'£rir 

-^'d.  Z'Z:S^ifi^:^^^'-^.'^''.  absorb  Rob. 
was  over.  "  '"*"' ""  '^^  "t'""  with  Cubjr 

«»^;e  ind,c.4;:;;tTo„l/lrr^^  ''^^  ''™'«' 
-5%  privilege  to  become  m,  ^1^^,^^^  "''"' 

There  are  some  people  j^ou  yearn  over      Tl, 
he  vam  or  siUv,  or  worse-    K.ff  *7  T       ^^^  "'^J' 
about  them  malfe  you  /ea^^tth         V"'  '"'"^ 
o^  a  heart  .eamed'overtrtLb^rbutTw'  "''  '^ 
rules  along  with  Mary  and  the  doci  ""  ""'" 

Wdl.  that's  kind  o'  difficult  to  say,  Mr.  Hilton." 
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I  answered;  "wind  and  tide,  and  all  that,  have  «o 
much  to  do  with  it,  you  know." 

n,.". T  K*^.  "n^  ''^"  •'°°'*  ^"'^  »""■  I  '■'»>  y°"'d  call 
me  Rob,'  Captain.  Wh,.  now,  I  wonder,  won't  you 
s-J  me  over,  Jim?  Are  you  afraid  I  won't  pay  you?  '' 
when''l\"',:r°''^    •'"*  ^  -""»•'-  ^"^«^-<ier. 

maltl^  ont'T"''^'  ^°"  °'™  ^°"  ""^  ^'-'  "'"^  "- 

m™lI^'";','T;:^  '"^  *°  *■""'''-"  ^  -""''« «*"<=*  o'd"*  <>» 

myself,  all  the  same.    I'm  awful  careful.  B  ,b,  to  obey 
my  own  orders."  '  ^ 

"Pshaw.     You  can  do  what  you  like " 
"Maybe  then,  it's  because  I'm  so  old  and  rough  and 
used  to  .t  but  I  like  it  better  to  be  under  orders." 

rockfthL  '  .      n  •""  *'""«••  ^"^'  "-"l  "''-"l  off 

J13^- '  '™'"'/'"»'«'  "  f-^t  'ailor,  Jim;  and,  say,"  he 
««Ued,  m  a  confidential  tone,  wheedling  sweetly  «  v„,! 
-  not  old.  you're  hardly  in  your  prime.^  Zt^  ^^ 

iZ-:,r  t  ""^  °1  *'^  "*''"  '-^^  »-• »-  -  ^ 

waitW  to  ^r  'V"'''  ""'  ^'"^  '"^  "°-<l  ^hore 
wa.tmg  to  take  my  chances.    I'd  lay  around  all  night 

Thryoti^rS'i^rn*''^  =''""-"- 

J,-,  k  J      r  T  ''''*  "'"^^  "'^"'^e  on  his  subject  • 

he  had  mfused  a  wild  pathetic  tremor  into  his  £' 

Weil,     said  I.  turning  my  head  away,  "when  the 
Jgt  tim,  eomes  that  I  can  take  ye,  I'/iet  ye  w; 
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"  Thanks,"  he  sighed  heavily,  walked  «. 

postage  stamp'  olt      It  i"""'     '^^"'  ""  "° 

thing  and  wZe  fo    Rol    'T^^  "°  ^°'*=«''-'''  ""»-« 
be  so  mean     But  Z^     "  "t         *°  '^^^  ^^'  -»" 

•^^.Bo.d\;;r^-!^ra:.;r,^^^^^^ 

mentioned  in  particular  .„j  t  ,  ^  naving  been 
endurance-  besM«  T^  '"d  I  o„^ht  to  be  up  to  h.r 
*«••  ThlsTtS'^'^rT'"'''^  ""''>«  trough 
^.s^fuplotelL,"'''""^'^^*-^-     «°^--'S 

-^H^dtt^rirrnT/wr^-^-- 

anal:::?orLter  ^  '^^^^  -  -««^^-%  Off-hand 
,  J  Thunder. .said  he.  «P.e  left  all  my  change  at 

-ess  from  the  Alemma  m  hand  I  had  begun  to  whistle. 
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"  Look  here,  Jim,"  he  grinned, 
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.    ,  „  c ,   '  I've  been  ass  enoueh 

to  leave  aU  my  change  up  at  the  house." 

His  air  of  bravado  was  transparent;  my  manner  of 

indifterence  was  as  loudly  transparent.    I  made  no  reply. 

Good  Lord,"  he  blurted  out,  «  if  I  had  a  hundred 

fsting.""*  '  ^'^  *'"'  "  *°  ^°"'  •'™'  ^'"-  the 

■  I]  ^T.  ^'"'  ''°'^^'  ^°^'"  "*'«'  I-  "I  know  that 
right  weU.  ■  Again  his  impatient  glance  changed  to  a 
frank  and  unfathomable  pity. 

"Say,  old  man,  money's  kind  o'  scarce  around  here, 
am  t  It?  WeU,  I'm  going  to  attend  to  this  little  matter, 
right  now." 

He  went  back  up  the  hill  (at  a  very  different  gait 
from  that  he  had  exhibited  on  his  first  arrival  at  Power 
Lot,  God  Help  Us) ;  and  how  he  should  get  the  penny 
for  a  stamp  he  did  not  know,  but  it  seemed  incredible  to 
him  that  Fate  should  face  him  out  with  denial  and  dis- 
aster m  so  small  an  enterprise. 

Just  then  he  heard  the  fruitful  caokling  of  a  hen 
and  lo,  escape  from  the  clutch  of  impecuniosity  lay  open 
before  him,  though  it  led  through  the  clandestine  and 
abhorrent  paths  of  theft.  Rob  darted  in  at  the  rear 
door  of  the  shed,  and  looked  over  into  the  hen's  nest 
nearest  at  hand. 

There  lay  four  eggs  In  an  enticing  cluster,  and,  at 
pr^ent  prices,  one  of  them  would  buy  a  stamp.  Into 
Rob  s  pocket  went  an  egg,  and  down  he  came  to  me,  hold- 
ing out  letter  and  egg,  his  mouth  as  wide  abeam  with 
laughter  as  though  Sin  had  not  claimed  him  for  her  own 
X  swiped  It,  Jim,  'pon  my  honor.  Say,  Lord  Harry 
—look  where  I've  got— I've  stolen  an  egg." 
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The  look  of  it,  indeed.  A  man  of  his  maje.ty  of  ,ize 
and  classic  beauty  of  feature  shaking  that  purloin^ 
egg  u.  wicked  and  hilarious  triumph  ^before  ^^y^^^ 
ejes.  laughed  till  my  side,  ached.  His  moral  LIS^ 
tion  would  not  be  reached  through  ^.  I  had  fl  £ 
»7self.  m  this  bout  with  the  ordafned  ethics  oflhe^w-' 
the  ludicrous  side  of  the  thing  had  done  me  up. 

Now.  will  you  post  my  letter?  " 

"  ^"7-    ^"^^  ''«'•  °^«-    I'm  not  «ure  but  I'll  make 
a  special  trip."  """^ 

"  Oh,  say— take  me  along." 

thilf''' Not'  ^f"^r"  *"  ^""•^'^  ""••  »  h^'oo'-t 
th.  f  Not  much."  But  the  tears  of  helpless  laughter 
still  twam  in  my  eyes.  " 

"  ^°  f'""^.  then,  you  old  weepin'-willow,  and  be  hunir 
to  you."  said  Rob;  but  there  was  honest  1  ve  as  weH  a! 
wild  gayety  m  his  tone.    A  joke  has,  sometimes,  a   o 
ot  strange  savmg  power  over  folks 

som?wa"f  ofhil™"^^^^^^  '^^  ''^  "^'P  '>-<^- 

"  ^°^-^y'  Captain  Turbine.  By  God,»-he  turned 

on  me  once  more,  wamingl^.  and  his  eyes  flashed.- "^ 

sail  with  you  yet,  Jim."  "~.        i  u 

wi.fi  "^1  T.'  °*"-     "  ^'^-^•'y'  Bother  Bob,  and  it 
Will  be  a  gkd  day  for  me  when  you  sail  with  me." 


CHAPTER  X 

THE  PASSAGE  THEOUOH 

Rob,  in  his  mad  hasto,  had  not  discovered  that  Miss 
Stmgaree  was  sitting,  shghtly  shadowed  by  a  pile  of 
matenal  objects  in  a  comer  of  the  shed,  peeling  rhu- 
barb, when  he  thrust  his  predatory  hand  into  the  hen's 
nest. 

As  he  returned  this  third  time  from  the  shore,  suck- 
mg  parsimoniously  at  his  pipe,  Mar^  saw  him   through 
the  house  wmdows;  t.ll,  erect,  brown,  so  that  the  wav- 
ing fair   hair    growing   tawnier  ever^   day   through 
exposure  to  the  wind  and  sun,  looked  stirringly  pfc- 
turesque  L  -side  the  deepening  tan  of  his  count^ancL 
«s  she  saw  this  goodly  spectacle,  and  then  reflected  on  the 
stolen  hen  s  egg,  her  heart  revolted  that  so  comely  an 
extenor  should  contain  a  soul  of  such  mean  dimensions. 
Rob  unconsciously  mended  his  case  at  once,  as,  seeing 
her  withm,  he  entered  hat  in  hand  frankly  smiling- 

M.5S  Stingaree,  you  harbor  a  thief-a  petty  thief. 
I  abstracted  an  egg  fro.,  old  'Ginger's'  nest  «,d 
api-Ued  It  to  my  own  private  necessities." 

She  smiled  back  at  him    with  a  happy  revulsion  of 
feehng,  and  her  rare  laugh  encircled  him  with  a  sense  of 

^«  Were  you  hungry,  Robert?    Where  did  you  go  to 

"  Oh,  it  wasn't  quite  so  groveling  as  that,  Miss  Stin- 
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«We  way  in  which  he  had  written  It      TV  ^'"^ 

upon  him  now.  a,  if  he  had  1  ft!^  l~u  "^  '"«^  '""''' 
beautiful  woman  before  wl  ,"  ''""'  *°  ^^"''^  "^e 

burden,  don't   you  lm„J    *u  !,  *  ^ ""  "°  '"'ful 

Be-ides  that  theri^tLl'Vu^:;  ^  '  '^^ 

first  arrived  at  Power  Lot     i  "^P"""^  ''^'^  h« 

«eemed  nothing  le,,  than   •         T'"  "'  "*"P«ration 

;-  mind  that"i^:ou,:\rer;r  ^'^  """^^  "^ 
his  releaae.fr»m  her  low  Lf      7^  *'  "^"""ending 

Bate.  '"'  "^^  ««1  °'<«n  f««^-«nd  from 

"Ort-T  ""*''*  ^''^""'he  said. 

Jfes,  I  will  write." 

"  It  isn't  because  I  want  ♦     i 

"but-but  perhaps  it  Jlu  u  "  ^°"'"  '"'^  »<*: 

too.     For  l~ItZir    ^       """*  °"  *'"'*  "-"-t 
i  thmk  you're  grand,  you  fe„o^.,„^  J 
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mi^ht  get  to  liking  ^ou  mor^^ore  "-he  did  not  look 
ll^^"~   """'  ^»»  y°"  '°"W  wish  to  have  me  like 

n  kIT  'f  """"^  "«  0°  broadly  scattered  about 
Robert."  ,a.d  Mary  quietly  and  kindly.  « that  I  should 
feeWery  sorry  ,f  I  did  not  come  in  for  some  shar.  of 

"You  mean  Cuby  Tee-bo."  he  blurted  out.     «  A  man 
SeVntlSlr--^^--'^-  an  amusing 

mllVf"''  "  !°°''  "*  ^'■'"=  '*  "■"■  "'''-t  that  her 
l-kmg  for  h,m  was  hm.ted  and  under  strict  control. 

1  ve  never  been  a  saint,  you  know,"  Bob  defended 
h.mself .  «  rd  try  to  be-Pd  f^  for  a^y thing.Tf  ;::^^^ 
sUnd  by  me  and  encourage  me."  «.      »«»  a 

"  If  you  mean  that  you  would  like  to  have  me  resuect 
you  »  .h  replied,  "  honestly,  I  should  not  be  aLTd„ 
that  until  you  could  stand  by  yourself  " 

"Don't  you  think  that's  kind  o'  lonesome?"  said 
Rob,  pale   and  gazing  afar  through  the  window. 

1  ry  ,t    and  see."  she  answered.     Rob  thought  her 
tone  .mphed  that   there  might  be  unguessed  spiritu 
^^ards  m  the  stalwart  attitude  she  had  recommended; 
but  the  prospect  was  hazy  to  him.  and  especially  unat- 
tractive.    His  face  was  dreary. 

he  'IS'  ^  """1  ^"  *°  '""■'''"  ^'  ''shed.  «  One  thing," 
he  added,  m  a  hopeful  and  unresentful  tone.  «  when  I 
get  hold  of  a  few  pennies  again,  Pll  hug  'em  up  and 
kiss  'em  a  while  an'  get  kind  o'  used  to  the^ooks  of  '^ 
before  I  spend  em-that's  sure.  I  never  sailed  so  cloT 
to  the  wind  before,  and  it's  awful." 

His  mouth  tranbkd  a  little,  but  not  weakly.     He 
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looked  Mary  straight  in  the  face    without  .p>,al  or 

rep^ch;  o„l,  with  a  .ort  of  resigned  adoratio""^  '  "' 

Mrs.  SUfford  says  she  would  be  very  glad  to  hire 

^Me  t.me  there,  perhaps,  before  your  own  poUtL  a.^ 

"If  I  help  Bate  four  hour,  this  afternoon,  I  shall  be 
two  Jys  ahead  on  my  board,  shan't  I.  Miss  Stinga^l?^ 

showed  :    u    r  "''  ''"'"^  ^'^«^''^'  the  question 

.^;:n  Roivsr""' "'""""°"  -'  — '^  «-- 

I'll  hfin  r=«t„-    n   •      i        ™'  """  '"  the  afternoon 
JaZ  Jlr  ^^J'^^™^-  Mrs.  Stafford;  and  she 

^'  You  can  depend  upon  her  to  do  so." 
Mm  Stingaree."  said  Bob   ingratiatingly,  with  a 
bttle  catch  .n  h.s  throat,  "rn:  a  'hir^d  min  ^That'^ 
the  size  of  it."  *    °"'  ■ 

sC  rVr.""'''  "  ""^  '"^  ^°''  «''«'"  ob-erved  Mary 
She  hesitated  a  moment,  then  added  distinctly.  « I  do 

hltTo:  T"*^ ''"'  «^'''*"  oPPortunitiesff or "; 
have  not  only  the  power  to  build  a  ■  .^ng  character  now 
but  to  do  ,t  m  spite  of.  and  over,  an-u^fortunate  pasi' 
wh,ch  IS  harder,  and  greater;  and  if  you  re^lS  a 

^anTdi^r^*^^^^"'^^------ 

Rob  again  asserted  simply  that  the  world  looked 
rather  lonely;  again  he  withdrew  his  sad  gj  ^d 
remarked  m  a  stupefied  sort  of  way  without  ZL 
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When  I've  earned  the  nennir  ♦»,.»  t 

*!,■  1  >.  ,     *  "°  '""'^  »nd  beautiful      « T  j 

think,"  she  said  « tJ,.*  T         ..       """""•        1  do  not 

think  .■^.or;;„i  thi\7hi  r„rr  "'r^ ' 

taken."  '  ^"^  ^°^  not  be  mis- 

«  Lord,  I  know  iV  cried  Rob.     «Yo„  j„  ^     ,      . 

.      ^r'^body  has  left  me,"  called  tl,      M  woman-      ^ 
immediately  her  tortn~j  ,  woman ;  and 

to  the  shriU  tones  tW        T  "'  '"''"'•'"■=«  ^^^  -T 
diseased  brain      «  r       -^'-^  beginning  to  dominate  the 

.it  with  me  »  she  cTJ"      "'•  "'"*°'^-     ^"^  »»" 

Hilton  sain^JouVr^S"'"-     "^'''  ^""^^ 
«-ome     Dut  he  never  came." 
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M*ry  .tarted  in.tantly  for  the  door.     Rob  mw  every- 
where .bout  the  .ig„.  of  the  unflnuhed  housework  which 

«ml,  that  he  h«l  never  fuMffled  hi.  promise  to  .it  «,n,e- 
timei  with  the  afflicted  woman. 

"Let  me  go."  He  advanced  to  Mary  eagerly.  "She 
a.Ked  for  me.     Let  me  go  in  and  lit  with  her." 

He  knocked  at  the  door.  «  It  is  Robert  Hilton,"  he 
announced  m  hi.  clear  voice.  "  I  am  coming  in  to  sit 
with  you  a  while,  if  you  will  allow  me." 

That  hearty,  singularly  gUd  voice  seemed  to  delight 
and  Mothe  the  old  woman.  * 

.u"d^*i:«"' '"  •''  "■'' "  "••'^  •»  -«'-*  -.  th«7 

«  You  know  Mis.  Stingaree  ha.  such  a  lot  to  do.  to 
get  meals  for  us  feUows,  and  all;  for  my  part,  I  feel 
..h^ed  to  have  her  work  .o  for  me,"  said  the  cheerfully 
confidential  Rob,  taking  a  chair  at  her  bedside. 

Ma,7  „  a  good  girl—  good  girl,"  said  the  old 
woman,  begmning  to  weep;  «  but  my  head  tears  me- 
Here  it  comes  again." 

^^^r^^^".^'^^^-  There  had  grown  to  be 
^  exceedingly  firm  a.  well  a.  gentle  quality  in  his 
once  fl«,cid  touch;  and  his  weU-featured,  sunny,  ingen- 
lZJ:r       '^  *°  """  «^""''  "P03efulnes''of*^s 

old"wollL'.  """■  ''^  ''  ^°"  ""^  *"•  «°-y  "  -•»  *he 

"Would  you  like  it  better  if  I  did?  "  Rob  asked,  will- 

mg  to  sacrifice  his  hoarded  tobacco  at  a  lady's  command ; 

though,  marvelous  to  relate,  not  in  the  mood  for  smoking 
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"  Y«t,  I  would  like  it  better,"  she  avowed,  shrewdly 
guewing  that  he  would  sUy  longer  with  her  if  he  had 
the  pipe  for  solace.  Rob  drew  his  old  clay  pipe  from- 
his  pocket,  ostentatiously  managed  that  her  hand  should 
accidcnUUy  touch  it  for  assurance,  and  put  it  between 
his  teeth,  but  he  had  not  lit  it.  FaiU,4uUy  again  he 
took  her  outstretched  hand  in  his.  She  gazed  with  her 
si^tless  eyes  at  his  clear-cut  quiet  face ;  he  gazed  out  of 
the  open  window. 

Beyond,  there  lay  the  many  waters,  and  the  "  Gut," 
through  which  swept  in  the  profound  tides  from  the 
Bay  of  Fundy.  In  another  direction  lay  the  river  and 
Its  hamlet  surrounded  by  its  dramatic  steeps.  Rob, 
though  prisoned  in  a  limited  and  temporary  sense, 
felt  the  throb  of  all  human  possibilities  in  his  veins. 
Some  time— some  time  soon,  in  his  young  life,  he  shoulu 
"  make  out,"  beyond  the  Basin,  beyond  the  Bay,  and  into 
the  cities  and  the  ways  of  men  again.  But  this  poor 
palsied  creature  whose  hand  he  held,  for  her  there  was 
only  one  more  journey— that  brief  one,  from  her  bed  to 
those  white  stones  down  on  the  hillside. 

The  sublime  view,  which  had  so  uncomfortably  im- 
pressed Rob  at  first  (not  but  that  he  had  traveled  in 
his  time  and  glanced,  between  puffs  of  his  cigarette,  at 
highly  recommended  scenery— before  the  luxuries  of 
New  York  City  had  become  his  confirmed  and  exclusive 
habit)— the  sublimity  of  the  view  was  becoming  rather  a 
friendly  object  to  him. 

He  faced  it  ahnost  always  now,  instead  of  turning 
his  back  upon  it.  Some  of  the  sunsets  even  lured  him  to 
stand  and  look  off  as  absorbedly  as  if  at  a  thater.  Now 
and  then  the  panoply  of  nature  was  so  sUrtling  and 
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«.  gorgeou,  he  .ctually  forgot  to  cW  hi.  «l,^rin« 
«d  «ton..hed  mouth  a.  he  .tood  ff„i„g.  "^""""^ 

iwtil  Wl  '"  ^T'"'  '"  "  *'*"•  P"''»«  ''ith  the  milk 
Thl  7-«^.~"t">™Pt"°'»ly  on  o„e*.uch  occ«b^ 
Ihere  glowed  m  the  west  luch  a   rint  „<•      ,        "j 

«e^  ho„e.  of  the  .u„.  of  purp.^ -ircioua  ^tlou' 

^d^  ^i  >n  pl.«  „ght  of  miserable  Power  Lot.  God 

his' hp!?'*  ?  '  **'"""*  '* ''  **  •"■'*  Rob.  h«l/  turning 
»"»  head,  m  his,  matter-of-fact  wav     « S.„    i    »i     . 

we^'^TgLir'Bat.".?""'''^  ^'"'^  *°  **  -'"'- 

-T^^tn^^^-xr-sji 

Hob's  jaw  had  dropped. 
B"te  jeered 

now?"^"  *■*  ''""°"'  "''"  '^"'  '-k  -  Purty  to  ye. 
"  Why.  yes,"  said  Rob.  though  a  look  of  anxietv  «nH 
dmppomtment  had  settled  on  L  face.     «  W^^s 
«  a.yth.ng  on  the  grandeur  of  .th,t  JLZ\t 

But  now--«,  he  sat  by  poor  Mrs.  Stingaree's  bed— 
or":;;   r:,^'":^'''  P°«-  of  a  b'^X  f^ure 
jouraey  to  the  gravestones  on  the  hillside. 

Then  ha  thought  of  Mary.     In  her  speech  .h.  - 

htr  sSfb'i  ^'"■"^^  '^''^  --.^eVr'ti^n :;: 

nad  sat  spell-bound,  once,  down  at  the  River    on  ♦k 
back  seat  of  the  Bapti,t  ..oetinghouse.  wwl  ^  ,^^ 
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rlH^'sSr  V^V"  '"  "*««""'"^"  with  the 

they'll'''*'""""'  ^*  *'"'  J""""^  '">■»  «-■  '-'i    •' 
the  wh,te. tone,  on  the  hill.ido  wa,  not  the  .,.1  „•■  ,.r 

anient      '  f  "^  '"^  «"'^'  '^''^"^  °"  »»"  '      I'' ' 

LZ  ?  .f  ""*'"'^  ''"''  "•"  «~"'l'-  "^  bei"«  were 
«.  vast  ..  the  „„.ver,e  she  beheld;  leading  beyond  tl. 

bav.  o/\     '"'  ""=  '*"•'*  °'  '''"*'>•  '"to  ■■"finite 
bay«^  of  achievement  and  to  undreamed-of  shore,  of 

Thee  thought,  were  confusing,  dizzying,  to  Roh 
Ty:Z'tt'"^  '-"'^^"^  -  .pr^ad^rht 
h-fh^l  rlTf  «  '''  "'"■■'•     **"•  «*•"«?-»•  holding 

iSlhe  a"  f "  f  "™'y'  -*  -t°  the  wind  and  sunshine ; 
ston^t  T:    r°™  ''"  "P°"  her.     But  .he  did  no 
She  welt  ."'°"-     '''  """"^  "°*  *°  -  them. 

etlT  he"  °"~""'  ""^  ''''"''  he  ,aw  her.     She 

ZT^  the  nearer  waters  that  seemed  neither  to  touch 
nor  dismay  her,  and  wonderfully  she  entered  the  mighty 

t^ubled  or  overwhelmed  by  it.  but  waved  her  hand  t,. 
him  from  afar,  smiling. 

Bate  looked  in  at  the  door  and  saw  his  mother,  quietly 
a.kep,  her  Withered  hand  held  fast  in  Rob's;  a^i  Rob 
-leeps  w.th  his  head  „n  his  breast,  his  old  cky  pit' 
cla.ped   m   the   other   roughened   hand.     Bate's    f<^ 
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dwwed  only  n.  rtupid  wonder,  but  he  cloMd  the  door 
softly  Bf  he  crept  away. 

Mary  came  later,  and  aa  she  glanced  at  her  mother's 
face  a  sharp  look  crossed  her  own.  She  pressed  forward 
and  put  her  lips  to  her  mother's  forehead.  It  was  cold. 
There  was  no  awakening. 

"It  has  reached  her  heart!  She  has  gone.  Mother 
—mother,  dear!"  She  took  the  lifeless  form  in  her 
arms. 

Rob  slept  ahnost  as  soundly  as  the  dead. 
«  Robert,"  cried  Mary,  "  she  has  gone!  " 
"  Why,  yes— y^,  Mary,"  said  the  bewildered  Rob, 
rubbing  his  eyes,  « I  saw  her  go."    And  his  languid 
head  drooped  again  to  slumber. 

"  Robert,  the  disease  has  reached  her  heart — so  sud- 
denly, and  stilled  it.     She  has  gone !    Mother ! " 

"  Why,  yes,"  said  Rob,  still  stupidly.  « I  saw  her 
go" 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?  Mother  is  dead  I  " 
Rob,  his  blue  eyes  vacuous  to  earth  and  still  enamored 
of  his  living  dream,  pointed  down  the  way  of  the  apple 
blossoms,  and  b,yond,  to  the  swelling  tide.  «  She  went 
oyer  that  way,  honor  bright.  I  saw  her.  The  tide 
did  not  seem  rough  to  her.  Sfa«  did  not  mind  the 
passage  liirough." 

Rob  came  to  his  senses.  He  saw  only  Mary's  eyes, 
the  tears  on  her  white  chedcs.  She  regarded  him 
strangely  for  a  mommt;  then  die  spoke,  quieUy,  with 
quivering  lips: 

"  I  am  glad  that  you  saw  her  when  she  went,  Robert. 
I  am  glad  that  the  tide  did  not  seem  rough  to  her— 
that  she  did  not  mind  the  passage  through." 
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Rob  told  it  oyer  to  small  interested  groups  in  Power 
Lot,  afterward. 

"Strangle  that  she  should  go — so  nice — ^just  as  I 
sat  down  with  her,  or,  rather  soon  as  we  got  to  sleep. 
I  was  tired  as  a  dog.  I  slept  like  doom.  But  I  saw 
her  go.  Just  the  time  she  died,  too.  Honor  bright, 
saw  her  just  as  plain  as  I  see  you." 

Rob  assented  entirely,  in  a  matter-of-fact  way,  to 
the  proposition  that  he  "  hnd  dreamed."  But  his  in- 
tellectual processes  were  not  complex,  and  there  wax  in 
him  an  incipient  idealism,  buried  in  the  past  sensual 
submergence  of  his  existence,  which  now  shot  up  a  lit- 
tle bud  of  promise  able  to  stand  by  itself,  and  as  literal, 
to  his  sense,  as  the  common  daylight. 

Always,  to  his  own  consciousness,  in  his  first  thought 
of  Mrs.  Stingaree's  passing,  he  believed  that  he  had 
ieen  her  go;  and  it  was  a  demonstration  of  Mary's 
faith  in  such  matters.  Mary  was  a  marvelous  woman — 
a  conviction  that  grew  within  him  more  and  more  as, 
with  the  time  she  had  for  normal  sleep  since  her  moth- 
er's death,  and  the  time,  too,  to  improve  herself  and  her 
surroundings,  the  old  barracks  in  which  they  lived 
began  to  wear  an  atmosphere  attractive  and  even  piti- 
fully elegant. 

Rob,  with  an  added  awe  of  manner,  exchanged  his 
boots  for  his  slippers  at  the  house  door.     Bending 
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Z^Jlf"  ''^"""^  """=''**•  «  ""«'-''<^. 

dI?;»  '  ''"*  '"""^  ^•''™  '^^'^  "'  -  — •'    -gue. 

"No   Smartweed,"  retorted  Hob,  "I'm  doing  it  be- 
cause I'm  a  gentleman."  * 

said  ?aT;  "^  IT''"  r*  '  '^°'''*  "*=""  '""*  t°  be  one." 
stuck,  and  m  due  time  Rob  fell  a-thinking. 

nevtlk^'^o?""""  ?  u''  P"'*  '''^^''^y  h''  '-J 
God  Help  Us,  drunk  and  sodden.  To  be  sure,  he  was 
-mprom.sed,  in  Cub/s  sense  of  the  term,  by  cerWn 
l.gh     and  reckless  professions   of  love  .;de^o  h^r; 

Mar,  w,, ,,,  J  al:2ntm""r;:r:L': 

.t  he  beheved.  The  growing  realization  .J.-lyZ 
an  inspiration  to  hi,  own  consciousness;  it  flatter^  h". 
f..nt  moral  sense      To  love  such  a  woman  su  e^tS  ! 

i>er?-that  trembhng  hope  shed  its  far-reachint  «low 
over  h,s  sordid  labors-his  secret.  *  * 

But  the  divining  instincts  of  humanity  are  keen 

eve  otr?  ",  """"'^  •^'"^  ^"•'^  'T-bo  to  have  an 
ye  on  her  lover.     And  Mary  knew,   to  her  sorrow 

.ng  blushes  when  near  her,  his  .vid  eagerness  to  antici- 
pate a.,  her  small  wishes,  and  the  blue%yes  fallin^t- 
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fore  hers;  these  things  touched  her  with  shame  and 
indignation.  She  addressed  him  seldom,  and  more 
shortly,  her  eyes  meeting  his  frankly  with  a  confirmed 
indifference — and  only  so  much  the  more  poor  Rob 
adored  her. 

Then,  one  morning  as  he  was  hoeing  his  own  pota- 
toes very  early.  Gar'  Tee-bo  made  a  detour  across  the 
fields  on  his  way  to  the  woods,  and  accosted  him  over 
the  fence. 

"  I  weesh  you  come  down  and  make  play  our  gemm 
wiz  the  gloves  again.  You  too  tarn  stupeed."  He 
smiled  fatherly  on  Rob,  with  a  pleasant  duplicity. 
"Say,  you  come  to-night;  we  make  play  our  leetle 
gemm  togezzer,  eh?  " 

"Yes,  I  will  come,"  said  Rob. 

He  went  that  evening.  The  wiry  Frenchman  gave 
him  so  clear  an  insight  into  some  new  features  of  the 
"gemm "  that  Rob,  sitting  on  the  kitchen  floor  with 
h's  back  against  the  wall,  trying  to  collect  his  scat- 
fa  red  breath,  felt  that  he  could  have  dispensed  with 
such  telling  proficiency  on  the  part  of  the  doughty 
Frenchman. 

But  Cuby  laughed. 

"  You  naughty  man,  to  make  hurt  my  pretty  Daisy," 
she  said. 

Rob  was  up  in  a  twinkling,  springing  at  Tec-bo  with 
savage  fury. 

Gar'  met  him.  "  You  t'ink  you  spill  me  lak  you  spill 
tam  fool.  Bet'  Sting'r^e,  eh?  You  t'ink  you  fall  over 
an'  sqush  me,  ch?    Fedder-Bcd  you,  take  dat." 

But  Rob,  whom  excessive  passion  seemed  to  imbue 
with  ski!!,  caught  the  Frenchman's  trick,  and  Gar'  went 
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tween  them.  ^  ^"  ^°''*'"'  ""hed  in  be- 

«Do  jrou  quit,  father.     Rob— h«  ..i  _.  *  • 

p".t;rr„t  jSr^j. -h  ..^, », ... 

hand   of   Cuby.     She     Zh  *°.='"""' "»«'''  bjr  the 

yourself  stiddy  I  do^  t  T"''  "^  ^"""y  «"'  ''-P 
W  here.  ^But  tZi^C^Z^''"'  '''"''"' 
good  ^mm.  tarn  good  gemm  Jvor^'"'*  ^°"  P'"^ 
frien'ly  togezzer,  eh?  "  *""""     y°"  ««*  yourself  treat. 

'ng''::iSe:  ?d7utsri-"  *°  ^°'  -^''  •-- 

-re  on  W™   torHe  /r^H       ""^'  '''■■^'■*^  •'^- 
another.  "  '*'  «"«erly,  and  received 

Now  poor  little  Cuby'g  ben,»J,t«J 
out  for  her,  by  herself  an JT*^        ""'^  """'  ""  ^"^ 
y  herself  and  her  less  intelligent  father. 
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But  the  game  smuggled  Invoice  of  rum    a   i.,„     f 
wh.ch  adorned  G.r's  table,  h-d  ,,fd  wX  ju/tS  of 

to  any  other  pursuit  ^  "^'P*'"*  •"•""^'^ 

Captain  Belcher,  however,  though  elated    w.  • 

congratulatory  push,  which,  with  if  1/^" 
^e  jug.  confirmed  the  latter  in  the  intenln  JLh  h^ 

orth^Lrfr:iTont;'''7  °l^^^""-"«  ^-^ 

cherished  desire  rr:  ^^t^V^^V^' 

ment,  wh,ch  had  gone  fleeting  past  him  in  his  vision 
aTdt  "hT:^  "'  '**'*■  "-^  '"^  °"  «"'  Tee-bo's  Z: 
.ir  u-  *'  ''^  '=''^"'>''U''  and  bare.    Despair 

'  .esp.sndait  in  a  starched  pink  frock. 
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Steaming  hot  coffee  a«   Ited  B„l.      j  .. 
P«  of  fried  trout   L   ^  ""'• ''"  '■*'«'•  «"»  « 

own  .kiUful  little  hand?         """^  °"^"  ""^^  ^J  her 

w"  married  to  a  W.i,. ''   """'^  ™  -hem'.  ,ak  we 

thrbr^^Y;::?  llbir"""^  "-^  '""^'  ^'^  '^^  ^^  »£ 

Gar'  laughed  boi»terouslj  ■ 

^orgit  all  :ir  d^  1 1^  ''"'''*"-^--  ^' 
^  "n  ri;i  t  b^;;h"tt^  ^r«^  ^-  - 

»«me  time  challe„g„g  himt  T  ."  '"''  "*  *''•' 
The  glor^  of  beaul/and™  heatr  "  """""^  J"^' 
Rob  wa,  again  for  th/r       .''*'"''  '^'^  "Pon  her,  and 

-lly  a  waft  H  put  Zh  T  ""'''^  """  P*"^- 
groaned.  very  sim^l^^  "'"  "^  '°  '>^'  ^ead  and 

JcJit';"'^'"''""-^-"     Oh,   why   did   I 

thifttte'Jja^Sud'"  ?*""  ^-^  *"  -»* 
I  •   J,  -^""g  attitude  and  sDe«').      t-i, 

kindly  and  soothing  words  Thf  «  ^  ^  "^P^'^ 
desire  that  Cuby  should  r™'' .™"^  ''  "'  *h«=''- 
father  to  keep  Ltl^Z  L'TL  ""''  '" 
hving  at  the  Stingarees'   for  ol  "''^  •=°"*'""« 

Later,  he  might  come'Ito  I  7""""  *°  '""  '"■»• 
-a«  rumored^still  t^b^^  L't  alTT'  r'*"  '''''' 
tato  crop  was  sold  in  the'  fIu  .'"  '  "'""  ^''  P"" 
barracJc  of  their  own  ^'^  '"'«'•*  «"t  a 

«"'  even  knew  of  several  desirable  place,  of  this 
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"I  —  .  .    '""^nger.    Rob  t,  soul  irmt  sick. 

«re  piMM  woughup  there." 

th.7™  »■••«»  a«->  Ml  ,™.  W  .fc.t  Ma."  ~,M 

^:irt':Hr„ri»»"""'-  ■■'«■,.».•. 

™  to  i„  .„ ,,,.  liii,  ,„„   „^  _^^|^  8  y     ^i 

see,  iathcr,"  she  exclaimed  lauKhinBlv  «' „,.  „W 
man  is  so  .tiddy  already  f,.  „  "«"'"Sly.  mj  old 
the  h.ll  ♦,>  1  '"*°J'  "e  wecshes  to  make  up  on 
knew  f  "  "^  *'"'"  ''"y  """^'ve,  a  home      I 

flowed  inhrrcht;;  '"""'^'  ""'^  ^'^•^  '^-p  -- 

man     «  He    ! 'n°"*  «°°'*  '"'^'^^  """>."  -d  the  French- 
He  ,„.„  „av.=  ieeUe-je«t  »  fa,*fc_for  ^^  io„g 


ye^. 
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•«P  hil]   eh?»    And  he  produce!  the  jua   whfeh  ^,  A 
been  replenished  through  .ome  d«k  S-Tlf 
•venue  of  supply.  myitenotti 

"  Come,  .on,"  he  began. 

A  frenzy  of  repugnance  seized  Rob     Tfc.  /     -r 
mode  of  addrcM    ♦»,»  -■  ui  ^  ,  ™  fanuhar 

out,  hi.  low,  grimy  feature  .  A  ^^'J^"''  ^^W  " 
caused  Rob  o  .nZh  thi  """jJ^'^-dingly  leering, 
open  door,  out "'  tJe  ,^"*  ""  '""'  "  *''"'"«»»  «>« 
rock,  of  tie  ir^tw"^"  ""''"«  °"  «>'  •-- 

.t^!^;ev*e;  x: '^  ''"'^-  ""^  ^'"^  ■•"^— » 

of  hi.  .nUgoni.t        '^'"'**«^  "'  •*'»«  t^ce  the  size 

-"^Htroati!'t,riS.:r'*r- 

log-hauUn;  *      *  °"*  *°  •""'"  '"•"  *««'  for  a  ^7  of 
Cuby  lifted  her  bright  face  for  Rob  to  K., 


"Good- 


mwmKmmitmm^ 
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"  All  a-right.  Row     yTs^^  Z      ^''?- 
tired.    To  come  down  th.  In  .      ""  "'  ^'"^  ""= 

wol  ill*t;2.  ''^  '"^  ^"•^"  ■"^'^  ^o"  «-'T.  utte. 

Out  of  sight,  he  drew  a  lonff  breath  «nJ  iv^-       l- 
h.t.  let  U,e  wind  blow  through"  'Cl^'  ''^"«  •"' 

-Marv  "  Z""  ""'  ^1"^'  ^  ""  ^"'"S  »"  »«  right  with 
Mory.    he  moaned,  »lowlv     « ^^■„  jm      ^ 

He  saw  Bate,  over  in  tiie  fi-ld,  though  not  at  work 

^^rii^'^iZ:."^;^^:^:^^*--^"^ 

wnrV    „»j  .1.  -^"e  rr.rt  that  he  was  not  at 

work    and  «,mething  i„  his  general  «p....    ^^t  hi 
to  Rob  the  thouaht  that  it  — .  B     J        K     '  ^""^ 

"•"ugnt  tftat  It  was  Sunday.    In  the  tumultu- 
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«^tt».     Cuby.  who    «»ni-occMio„.Uy  dre.«d  beyond 
^  U«  pur.1  brightoe.,  of  the  River  ^rl..  «d  J^Z^ 

S  L7  "'  '^  '^^  '^"*'  °'  theVi.t  cW^ 
iJr^J  *°"'°'  *°°-  ^'  '<"  G"'.  he  frequently 
.neaked  off  with  hi.  team  when  bu.ine.  w„  ^^  o 
m.k.  .  haul  of  wood  on  Sunday.  The  flr.t  thoufhUhl; 
c^e  to  Rob  wa.  that  he  wa.  g,ad  he  had  forgot^.  «d 
h«l  made  hi.  e.cai)e  from  the  River. 

doo/"«  r,,?rJ."'°"'''^'.^  *°°''  "^  '"■•  •-'f  •*  *•- 

toP^w     -       !."""  '""^  "'""'•y  '•'"^  '"»"  the  River 

«f T'"'rj't."'J  '*''""»*'■'»'  ■■""■dent  to  .0  fuU  a  flow 
of  hqu.d  dehght  among  the  reveler,  at  the  River  cau.  J 
th^e  report,  to  vary  iu  particular..     That  Rob  hS 

m..ter  of  the  cruiser  which  had  anchored  overnight 
along.hore.  that  he  had  made  him.elf  criminallyTaUe 
by  hi.  adventure  a.  a  welder  of  wedlock  bond.,  took  a 
Wy  to  credit  the  .tatement,  ».d  now  diso^^th^ 
deed  a.  proudly  and  blusteringly  ,s  he  had.  in  fact 
committed  it.  referring  the  act  to  it.  prop  r  pen^t 
trator.  the  Ju.tice  of  the  Peace:  k.,  jealou.  of  Ms^Zl 
and  lowing  hi.  own  frailtie..  though  .omewhat  wonder- 
mg^on.ented  that  he  wa.   indeed   the  man. 

encTr  7%/°'  ^'^'P*"'"  ^^''^'•^  •""!  »  "tout  influ- 
ence, the  J„,tice  of  the  Peace  version  w„  at  present 
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he  had  to  ,ay  *"  "*  '^*"^'  «''«'  '-"t^l  what 

V  were  .hrivet  tdt'.S."^"  '"  ^  ''"  '^'^  '^^ 

Hob  gasped. 

-a  and  rel''S:itriV  Vd^  T"' 
»ny  help  for  it."  ■*  °°  ""*  »ce 

Hilton,  I  bei-riti  tLll  foV"  ^*'"'  "°'^'' 
strongly."  '""^  "'J''*^'^'  and  right 

"I  could  buy  her  off    if  T  K.j  n. 
rightfully  mine  »  ^"^  *•"=  "^ney-that  i. 

"  I  do  not  understand  you." 
|;i.«.d  that  I  could  buy  OU  off.. 

w..h."  said  Mary-f„,    ,h,   thought   that   Rob 
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was  more  deeply  implicated  than  he  actually  was,  and 
so  she  had  no  mercy — "  I  wish  that  Virginia  would  come 
in  with  her  oxwhip."  Tears  of  rage  and  disgust  filled 
her  eyes. 

"  Miss  Stingaree,  I  have  never  wronged  Cuby."  Rob 
faced  her  with  stem  dignity  and  royal  faith  at  last. 
"They  got  me  drunk.  I  swear  to  you,  I  remember 
nothing  of  the  marriage  ceremony.  I  slept,  drunk,  all 
night  on  the  floor." 

"  You  hfld  promised  to  marry  her." 
"  I — I  thought  she  took  it  in  fun.    I  meant  it  in  fun 
— that  is,  of  course,  not  seriously.    How  could  /  marry, 
on  nothing,  off  here?  " 

"  Evidently  she  took  it  seriously ;  and — ^you  promised 
her,  and — ^you  have  married  her.  A  promise  and  its 
fulfillment.     I  see  no  way  but  to  make  the  best  of  it." 

Rob  looked  away  out  of  the  window;  his  haggard 
face  and  quivering,  parched  lips  were  pitiful  to  see. 

"  Sit  down,"  said  Mary,  as  she  returned  to  her  seat 
by  the  table,  resting  her  head  on  her  arm ;  her  own  face 
was  sorrowful. 

Rob  sat  down,  weakly,  as  though  no  health  or 
strength  remained  in  him. 

"  WeU,  I'm  done  for,"  he  said.  "  It's  aU  over,  and 
I'm  done  for ;  and  I've  lost  your  respect  now,  forever." 
"  No,  oh  no,"  she  answered  quietly ;  "  you  have  never 
yet — ^won  it — ^very  fully."  She,  whose  tone  was  usually 
electric  with  meaning  and  decision,  spoke  now  so  com- 
passionately, so  fearful  of  wounding  him,  he  cried  from 
the  very  depths. 

"  You  never  cotiU,  respect  me,  now." 

"  That  means,"  she  sighed,  "  you  haven't  the  courage 
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to  get  up  after  a  fall,  to  win  out,  to  climb  up,  to  gain 
your  own  self-respect  first  of  all.  I  wondered  if  you 
would  have  the  courage.  I  knew-you  had-consider- 
able  courage;  I  wondered  if  you  would  have— such 
courage." 

Rob  cat  a  while,  silent,  his  head  in  his  hands,  and  his 
ruminations  seemed  to  bring  him  no  exaltation. 

"The  road  looks  devilish   steep,"  he   said  at  last, 
grindmg  his  teeth,  and  looking  up  with  only  remorse 
and  bitterness  on  his  face. 
Mary  did  not  answer. 

"  I  can't  live  with  her,"  he  continued  angrily.  «'  I 
don't  love  her,  reaUy— and  she  doesn't  honestly  and 
truly  care  for  me.  Sh^-I've  always  seen  it— she 
bridles  and  blushes  with  aU  her  soul  when  Captain  Jim 
Turbine  comes  in  sight.  But  she  thinks,  she  and  her 
father,  that  I  may  have  money  some  time.  Cuby  thinks 
I  may  be  able  to  take  her  to  gay  cities  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing,  some  time.  Anyway,  I  can't  go  down  there, 
down  to  the  River,  to  live— I  can't  do  it" 
"Do  they  ask  it?" 

"  N-no;  Gar'  said  better  live  up  here  till  Pd  earned 
enough  to  buy  a  home.  It's  a  great  inspiration,  isn't  it, 
to  work  for— to  work  as  I've  got  to  work?  " 

He  Ufted  his  dry,  haggard  eyes,  stolid  with  despair, 
to  Mary. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  her  manner  toward  him  had 
never  been  so  considerate,  so  almost  confidential,  as  now 
—now  that  he  had  lost  her.  Her  voice  ran  on  at  last, 
so  kindly: 

"The  steepest  hills  are  sometimes  climbed,  not 
through  '  inspiration,'  but  only  with  pain,  persiste 
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»d  pain.     It  d        ,t  „,k,  ,„y  j.^^ 

there  that  would  almost  make  one  forget  the  pain.     1 

to  It.    I  beheve  with  all  my  soul  it  would  prove  true." 
In  such  a  tone,  a  mother,  free  of  all  passion  save  the 
heavenly   m.ght  speak  to  a  crushed  and  bleeding  child 
It  was  trag.c,  to  Rob;  but,  still,  it  was  sweet;  any 
tendemess    from  her   was  unutterably  sweet.     A^d  if 

breast,  just  hat  once,  just  for  one  moment,  and  felt 
her  hand  on  lus  forehead,  he  believed  that  he  .ould  go 
forward,  marry  Cuby,  raise  his  family,  hoe  potatofs, 
to  the  last  earthly  sunset,  and  then  knock  with  square 

faithful  husbandman  and  householder 

That  memory  was  not  to  be  his.    Her  dark  eyes  pitied 

with  the  heavy  reaction  of  one,  who,  from  a  vista  of 

to  fand  that  he  has  nothing  to  live  for. 
He  did  not  hear  the  call  to  dinner. 

Mary;    'brought  a  bottle  home  with  him,  prob'ly  " 

Mary  did  not  know,  but  her  heart  gave  a  bound  of 
relief  in  sp.te  of  herself,  when  Rob  came  down  in  the 
early  evening  scrupulously  dressed  for  "Sunday" 
pemtent  and  resigned,  his  eyes  shghtly  dazed  at  the  ne^ 
hard  future  which  faced  him  with  the  stupendous  mush 
room  growth  of  a  single  night. 
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«  Goin'  down  to  take  yer  wife  to  meetin'?  "  Bate  in- 
quired, in  a  tone  of  unusual  jocularity 

a  ^J^lt^"'' ""' ''  '""^'  '•"'^  "^  ^^^  ^  P'ck 

Baptilf  ILT  1  '''"*'    ^'  """  «°^«  «*<"-  t"  the 
Baptist  meeting-house  to  hear  Mary  sing,    ft  was  the 

monthly  Sunday  evening  "song  sLce!"  and  Ma' 

affiliated  herself  with  the  River  so  far  as  to  go  do^  o 

Jg  with  a.d  for  them  on  these  occasions, ^just"  L 

old  times.    "  Special  request  »  for  solos  pour«l  in  upon 

It  was  about  the  only  time  one  ever  saw  her  meek 
When    he    h„„,,  „„,  ^^^  ^^.^^  ^^^^^^  m-k 

.g^^  into  the  souls  of  the  spirituaDy  dim  of  vision,  thl 

Rob  went  in  to  the  meeting  i„  the  face  of  the  gaping 

Veriirir hT,f  ^'"""^  ''"«■"«  -  *°  '•^^  '™ 
Veniy,  Rob's  high  heart  was  safe  broken. 

"Say,  what  was  your  maiden  name  afore  ye  got 
marned,  Dais   p  »  he  heard  an  envious  youth  taunt  Sm 

nor  hL"T  u«™"P  ''^"^  ^"'^S^"*  the  door.  Rob" 
pohshed  dean-shaven  face  did  not  change,  any  morl 
han  as  If  he  had  not  heard  the  insult;  it  ^d  nTtlh 
him.  Nothing  mattered  much.  It  mattered  to  Cuby 
She  sprang  deftly  aside  and  dealt  that  wicked  one  a 
nngm«  bo.  on  the  ear  with  the  palm  of  her  p^;; 

nnality.     Cuby  was  immensely  admired  and  respected 
melted  on  the  instant  into  abashed  retreat. 
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Mary  sat  with  the  "choir"  on  the  rude  platfonn. 
and  sang  with  then,  entirely  patient  of  the  nasal  or 
Undent  voices  which  accompanied  hers.  Rob  thought 
her  voice,  as  compared  wth  the  others,  like  a  white- 
winged  boat  sa  ing  a  clear,  straight  path  through  a 
choppy  sea.  He  waited  until  the  drastic  office  of  the 
general  hubbub  should  cease,  and  he  should  hear  her 
voice  alone. 

"Miss  Stingaree  is  'cpecially  requested,'  to  know 
ef  she  wiU  sing  'Peace,  be  still,"'  announced  officiaUy 
the  salubrious  tones  of  Captain  Belcher. 

Miss  Stingaree  sang,  and  the  GaHlean  storm,  perturb- 
ing in  some  wayior  other  every  poor  human  soul  there 
present,  fell  ahushed  and  wondering  at  her  voice: 

"  '  Peace,  be  still:  peace,  be  still.'  " 

Rob  listened  with  downcast  head.  He  could  not  look 
at  her— he  dared  not,  so  full  was  his  heart. 

"  Come  een,  Meester  Heelton,"  said  Gar',  more  re- 
spectfully at  the  door  whither  Rob  had  escorted  Cuby ; 
"come  een,  have  leetle  'musement,  eh?  Sure,  that  ees 
tam  good  way; "  and  he  winktd  suggestively  of  a  re- 
cruited jug. 

«  No,"  said  Rob,  « I  must  be  up  yonder  ready  for 
my  work  in  the  morning."  He  turned  suddenly  to 
Cuby:  « I  will  work  for  our  home  with  aU  my  miirht, 
little  girl,"  he  said. 

Cuby  odded  assent,  but  she  was  distinctly  weary  of 
Rob.  His  easy  smiles,  his  ready  laughter  with  its 
complement  of  gKttering,  white  teeth,  the  accustomed 
swagger  of  his  gait,  all  these  amiable  qualities  seemed 
to  have  left  him,  as  if  some  mysterious  wand  of  Fate 
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had  touched  and  changed  him  in  an  hour  into  the  form 
of  withering  eld. 

"You  act  funnee,"  she  adjured  him.  "You  act 
lak  you  was  walkin'  'round  in  you'  sleep,  lak'  you  was 
m  your  baid  asleep."  She  tried  the  effect  of  her  own 
merry  laugh. 

*.,  ^^Mwu"'  r"^^ '  *•"*  "  '**"^  to  him.  a.  he  climbed 
the  hiD,  that  her  word,  were  not  inapt.  To  his  own 
•oul,  he  seemed  to  be  walking  in  his  sleep. 


CHAPTER    XII 

THE    WOHT  WITH    BEAST* 

The  slow  Leevya  Potter  had  sailed  off  at  Iwt  ^ty  u 

shlrSh  ^  r™''""'  '"'''  P^""^'  to  her  native 

lowITrnnrr  J-  '  ^"^  "^«Ht  a.o„,  the  ™„. 

-l^?tir/Ri'^''  "°""*«'  "P-  *»"•«  -  a 
ignorant  and  ^iL'l^^:^^^  ^"^t  -«  «irl. 

3at„lati„,Le;r^^^^^^^^ 

was  alert  with  suspicion;  and  for  very  pride's  sake  in 

SieiXdiJ^r" -'^^' --^^ '-^^^ 

wo^i'blTw'^wV'"'  P*^"'^  *^^  ''»^=°  -here  he 
c2  at  th.^  "^  ''°««^'^  '""'  unfaltering!,.;  hi, 

caUs  at  the  River  grew  fewer  and  more  brief.     Th™ 
after  the  slow  sidhng  in  of  the  Leevya.  Bate  approach^ 

"I  was  down  to  the  River  this  mominV  he  said 
Cuby  sent  up  word  she  wanted  to  see  ye  particuW  " 
Rob  went  at  once.    On  entering  Gar'Ti-brtor 

a  si^La-  "'""'  *''  P"P°"  "'  Ws  summons,  and 

as  ngula-  group  seated  in  intense  devotion  arounH 
table  on  which  stood  a  profusion  of  bottles,  some  ^th 
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M  which  he  recognised  a.  of  distinction  of  quality 

was  already  seated  at  the  table. 

BoIJ"'''  r  f ""''"  "'"'^  "  ~""^''^  ^«~-  «  Come  on. 
Bobby  an'  have  a  little  o'  the  hu^min'  bird.  8-,-°h 
Ain't  th,,  the  purtiest  n,e.s  o'  booze  ye  ever  s.^?    A 

risTa';.^.^.:— ■     •-wJrral.rU; 

Rob  sunreyed  the  scene  and  turned  white,  not  with 

nLr^^  t      I^'^-'r''  ''"'  "'*»>  *«=  very'demon    ; 

oath"tt"hl!f  *°  ''."''  °''''  "•'""'^  "^^^  "■»  -a  « 
oath  but  he  tramped  on  sturdily,  and  the  outline  of  hi. 

.houlder,  was  forbidding.     He  had  become  physicaU^ 

Zn iTtLw  '  ^^'r^""  °'  «'*'  «-'  had  no  Tp^ 
low!^/^  '  ""*  '^''  "°''°'™*'  ''™»'l  «'*<=k  wa.  al- 

lowed to  disappear  into  the  dusk,  unmolested. 

liciou^r  "  ^"^  ''"°'  *"°  '°°''"  '^^  '^•^  "*- 

she' w'v  ^*!!*'"t ^"^  "^'  "^  '"'"•^  *  ^^^  to  him. 

S  mt^-fi '"."'*'': '"  """'^  '^^^'  ^  »  high  pasdon 
of  mortification  and  disappointment. 

suito^f or""?'  ?'!;"  f''  ^''*''  """^  "»  acknowledged 

latvitirt  j'Lr«ii  r^''^*^ ''-''' 

W.C  lair  naired  Kob ;      look  here,  Ma'v  ain"^ 
-witch.     The'  i.  witches  that  I  know  of.'  but  ft  aL. 

tiofoT^rK*^  M  J"  "  ^'  "■'*  ^''  ■'y^^^th  an  assump- 
irlw  "''■^""^  '^^^^  *°  -«»-  ^-  her  due  o'f 
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Rob  marched  on  up  the  hill;  and  he  had  now  no  be- 
THldered  sense  of  walking  in  hi.  sleep.  His  spirit  wa. 
afire,  h,s  ,„„,  w^,         ,„t,.    q^^^  ^^  ^^^^  .^  ^^^^^^ 

tion  and  shook  h.s  fist  in  the  direction  of  the  low  orgies 
at  the  River. 

"  You  did  not  trap  me,  this  time,  no.  You  laid  some 
honey  for  the  bear-and  the  bear  did  not  ca,  •  a  d-n 
for  ,t,  did  he?  You  baited  up  your  old  hooks-and  the 
fish  swum  past  'em  without  a  nibble.  You've  met  your 
man  now,  you  devils,  and  we'll  have  it  out.  You'll  find 
what  I  m  made  of.  You'll  find  whether  I've  forgotten,  or 
can  ever  forget,  by  God,  the  blood-the  good  blood- 
the  h,gh  blood-^lhat  runs  in  my  veins-you;  why.  my 
grandfather,  my  father,  would  have  looked  at  you  as  all 
of  a  mess  with  the  dirt  under  their  feet." 

Rob's  nostrils  quivered,  his  head  towered  high;  he 
scarcely  felt  the  tedium  of  the  ascent  as  he  turned  again 
to  chmb.  He  stood  on  the  summit,  looking  seaward. 
The  moon  had  risen,  and  the  holy  splendor  of  the  world 
oeat  m  awesomely  upon  his  consciousness. 

'Say,  it's  wonderful,  just  living,  up  here."  he 
breath^  to  himself;  «  it's-it's-inter'jsting.  St  liv! 
byTve.""""*'  ''■°""'  "  "'""*"«  ^""'Sh.  up  here. 

the  Stmgaree  house  was  dark;  Mary,  calling  on  some 
of  the  neighbors,  probably.  Rob,  high  of  heart,  feared 
nothing.  The  sense  was  upon  him  that  he  could  march 
anywhere,  even  over  the  brink  of  a  precipice,  scathless. 
1  here  must  be  a  superb  view  over  at «  Spook  House ' 
to-night  he  murmured.  « I'll  go  over  there  and  take 
a  peek  at  it.' 
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Through  ditch  and  brush  and  along  the  ed^  of 
ledges  he  made  his  way ;  for  he  was  unfamiliar  w^:  the 
trail  known  to  the  natives,  along  which  only  once  v.'uby 
had  directed  his  steps  when,  absorbed  in  her  pretty 
merriment,  he  had  gone  with  her  to  hear  the  "  knock- 
in's  "  at  Spook  House. 

There  had  dwelt   at  one  time  at  Poi7er  Lot  and  the 
River,  a  purely  English  element,  so  tar  in8;>ired  by  the 
religious  and  usthetic  sense  as  io  rear  a  littie  church 
on  the  commanding  pinnacle  toward  which  Rob  was  now 
advancing.      That   little   band    of   worshipers— expa- 
triate in  this  strange  land— had  long  since  ceased  to 
assemble  at  any  earthly  summons,  though  the  bell  in 
the  old  steeple  called  weirdly  for  them  on  certain  nights 
when  the  wind  was  high.    And  there  were  some  who  said 
they  did  assemble,  all  in  wedding-white,  amid  the  aisles 
of  the  crazy  old  church  now  called  "  Spook  House  "— 
where  no  other  congregation  had  gathered  for  many  a 
long  year.     Only  the  lovelorn,  for  lack  of  any  more 
cheerful  or  definite  entertainment,  were  accustomed  to 
wander  thither  through  the  sentimental  shades  of  even- 
ing to  listen  to  the  "knockings"  made  by  the  super- 
natural visitors  within. 

Meanwhile,  whatever  single  item  of  the  wild  and 
tragic  had  been  lacking  to  the  landscape  of  Power  Lot 
was  supplied  by  this  old  hulk  of  an  edifice,  standing 
tower-like,  wind-beaten  and  desolate,  on  its  forlorn 
height,  a  thrilling  reminder  of  transcendental  reverie 
to  all  the  country   round. 

Rob  had  forgotten  about  the  knockings.  The  night 
drew  him,  and  the  moonlight,  and  the  awful  isolation 
and  grandeur  of  the  site.    It  was  farther  than  he  had 
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|«.g.n.d   but  he  walked  on  .toutly.  coming  „p  .t  the 

/or  the  front  for  the  .ubiimity  „f  the  m.  view 

the  ;;.5!t^""'  ""  '""  ■"""""'  °'  '"'"••  -"d  before 
the  tradit  on.  concerning  Spook  Hou.e  could  pierce 
h..  ~n..  with  an^  terror,  he  distinctly  recogni,^  C! 

SlthV"  '  '"'  .°'  ""'*-»'"'"'■  he  could  look 
O^rough  the  y.wn.ng  window,  to  tho.e  that  were  al.o  . 

.?e  tu'cruT?  ^- '  ""  ^'^  "*'■"  "'^'-  -^-e.  -t- 
.  oL  M  ;   '""'"*  •«"■""*  '^'  '""en  window.ill. 

ttrl  f^  'i-y-'^-J-  Tu'Wne.  Our  face,  were 
timied  from  h.M,  our  view  wa.  to  the  .ea.  A  .udden 
mad  je. ]ou.y  ,e,.ed  Rob,  to  whom  I  h«l  been  an  object 

Cn°ii  M '"'  l''"  °'  '"^  ""«""  f"end.hip  X 
woman  hke  Mary  Stingaree. 

"Well,"  I  .aid  to  Mary,  unaware  of  my  .moulder- 
«g  «u4e„ce  at  the  rear  of  the  church,  « if  you^X 

get  Rob  and  Bate  away  from  Tee-bo'.." 

«  They  both  went  down  there,"  .he  an.wered.    «  Vir- 

f^'.'J^    ."'•     ^'"^  «^*»  »"  «>e  go..ip,  voluntarily 
rendered  through  Mr..  Treet."  ^omntaruy 

J'^I  ^a"^}  'l"'"^  ''"  "'''^''«'  *°  '^ther  with 
T'nnf  ?       '''''°  ^°"  ^°°''  -"f  ''^'e.  thing,  that 

;td  not  .eem  of  ,o  much  con.equence  get  up  «;^  .;„  ' 

fTrfo^T.'"  *'°"^''  '''''  '^-^'^'^  he' hea^r 
fore  other  thing,.  That  is  all  the  way  I  can  put  it.  I 
reckon  you  understand."  ^ 

"My  "brother.  Jin,!     I  h,ew  that  you  would  go. 

mg.     u.  brmgmg  you  here,  on  the  way.  to  look  off 
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over  .c.  .„d  Und?  Shall  you  go  down  the  footpath  of 
the  ledge..  J.m?  I'll  go  h^k  home  alone,  «,d  I  .hall 
th.nk  of  you-with  more  gratitud^than  I  can  ever 
fpeak— every  itcp  of  the  way." 

.ffi'i^K  'r*^'  *" '""'' ""  «""'•  '  »*»*'  y^  »•«» 

.tumbled  by  luck  on  any  romantic  .ituation  with  Mary 
but  that  the  .ummon.  came  to  me  from  .ome  quarter  or 
other  to  go  off  .traightway  and  ri.k  my  neck  .ome- 
whcre  for  the  ,ake  of  other  folk..  Still,  I  made  ea.y 
of  the  fatahty,  being  dire  u.ed  lo  it.  I  loitered  only 
a  few  moment..  •' 

fK- ?.?"  r"  """^  """*«*  *"  8*t  ««•'«'*  «''"y.  I 

thmk,  .he  continued  rapidly;  "you  can  ea.ily  p„w 
.uadc  h,m!  but  Bate,  in  ,pite  of  hi.  degradation,  iTa 
man  m  determination,  you  know." 

kJ'"°M''T  '^""''°''  J"«  "'  ""»  "«  >"'^  *«  river- 
bed; .0  I've  heard." 

"  Ym,  but  he  was  in  «  pet.  There*,  no  '  hold-fa.t '  to 
hm.  In  another  mood,  a  little  hard.hip  or  di.appoint- 
ment,  and  he  would  drink  again  like  a  fl.h." 

She  .ighcd  and  turned  her  face  northward  where  the 
evening  .tar  .hone.  Rob  .aw  the  beautiful  proffle.  I 
looked,  too,  wi.tfully. 

t^me.,  I  know ;  and  I  am  not  worthy  of  you.  I  do  not 
blame  you.  But  if  you  could  ever  look  to  me  a  bit.  I'd 
give  my  life  to  make  you  happy." 

Jl  ^°" '"'"°""  ""*•  I ''»'"'  th»*."  "he  replied  graciou.Iy, 
and  ^th  an  inten.ity  meant  to  compensate  me  for  the 
lo..  of  all,  «  but-forgive  m^that  can  never  be." 

She  rested  her  hand  on  my  arm,  and  I  upheld  her. 
But  I  reckoned,  though  .he  .aw  far,  there  were  .ome 
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"teep  places  m  the  world  that  poor  Roh  ...A  t 
might  have  a  better  Pledge  TL^lr'  ''  ""' 
„   *"*'«  B.nyone  else,  Mary?  »  I  said     «  T  .™  .    i. 
an  old  f  ri»d,  yo„  .i^ht  tel,  Jit  there     a„yo„~» 

reqmre  an  answer;  her  look  seaward  was  not  Lt  of 
a  g-rl  remembering  a  lover;  it  was  only  thoughtM  as 
though  her  soul  went  gravely  off  that  way  ^         ' 

I  said  ^'"' ' '"'''' '  '"'^  ^-  -th  alT his  heart." 

She  came  back  from  her  abstraction,  and  laughed. 

not  a  r    "  :   r^^  •'°^'  ^'^^^  ^^  >«  ^mself,  but  I  is 

^to'yoTrwf '  S,   Tl  r  '^'  '-'  ^  '"^^^ 
be  a  man  at  i  »  "'''"  "'^'  '^^  ''°*^  °°*  --  *<>  -e  to 

tr^  h       ^''-  t"*^  ^"^  "^"*  her  way  alonj  the 
trail,  home.     Neither  of  us  saw  Roh      /.,  """^/"^ 

Moments  elapsed  before  he  lifted  J,;.  ^    j 
«.e  solemn,  seuUent  scene  sptd'Se  W    rLiT' Fo*: 
his  making  or  his  marring,  he  was  alone  iZl 
now.     Every  nroi,  h.A  f  »  ^''^  universe, 

last  friendTf  aU-and  th    ;"  ""'^  '"""  '^'»-     ^he 
-had  scorned  h^T  He  .  '  ''''  ''"  '"'"- 

heard  her  s.ghttg  wfrdl       '''"'  ""''  ^'^^  ^'^''^^'  ^^ 
"  He— he  is  not  a  man  at  all  » 
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vviiAcjr  years  came  back  tn  I>;™   *i,      •  ■ 
carousal,  the  sodden  days    h,s  V     .     •'         ""»''*''  °' 

suicidal,  driveling  idiocy  of  it  a,    "rf"*  '""""'  *'^^ 
had  been  restored  th  °      /  l  ^^  ^^™  ^''*°  health 

a.d  necessit;  ht  rttZ    t"  '""^  "'  ---notance, 
tempter,  ha/i^^d  ^  :;!'  ''*  «!«  «"*  "^ht  of  the 

W"  former  diLpaSns      He  h'^  "^  '"*°  *'"'  "^"  "^ 
girl  whom   now   he  ]L«fr  ""*'''  '""^  '°^«  *»  « 

gone   whining   to  Li;  Stil°  ""  "^""^  ""'  "^ 

grets     HewL.„jf;if:"/;;!r  ^^h  h,s  selfish  re- 

place  in  hi.  soS      Xl        T  "  '°'"'  "^  »°-  - 

oozed  from  his  blood  "  11  Jo  ^"''"""'  "■«"'  ^"«' 
dreaded  to  rise  Hot  1  u  "^'  ^'""^  '''^  ''^rt.  He 
nor  cared,  it  wafa  /o""^  '"  f  *'"^  ''^  "^'*''-  •-- 
Her  room,  ^4^^^,  £ op^XT  'f'  " 
the  wanderers.     I  went  ^n  J^V  T  ''^  "*"™  of 

"  ^od,»  moaned  the  Door  ua    « 
where? »  P°"'  '"'^'      are   You  any- 


~  POWER   LOT 

« I^.  after  the  ^  "  f  t*:'^!*''  -7'"*  ^''^"-"=- 
«»  text,  evidently  Z^\T  ~^"  '*  """'  '«»i»- 
«IW;rthet«„";?: '*  ^^"■.  P"-t-%. 
«t  Ephe.u,...  *°' '  '"^  '°»8ht  with  beast. 

-«;.tot.,..tiXc^rJa^:;.r-^-^ 

"d  honor  and  acculr  „"  ^^teT    f*  '^^  '"^-^ 
•oul   naked  to  the  sco™  of  «n  '^'°'  '  "^^^ 

•till  a  figitt  ]g£^^  o"""  ejes.     There  was 
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of  the  ocean  of  etem.W    i.    xT  '         """^f"'*  »  »«>»e 
fnporunee  to  M^^r^tSsti'^':  ;^'  '"'*  "^ 

it  w^°Sj'  s;;:tr *T  -'r -^^  -■^-'^  -  ««">. 

-W<=h  the  .p rite  ,"t  Z  "^"'^,.^'»-«'«J  depth.,  over 
were  there.  "^'*«'  '^^J^'  ^ut  the  depths 

-ti^'?»s:;toX^:'s:-'f;«vsaper.- 

!-•»  clean  got  over  hi.  Sl»     »- P"hte  to  her.  but 
JM^/  think  he  i.  crack,  in  hi.  h«d,»  admitted 

^^''^'^^I'l^^rTirr:!^^  r  '^^  ^°" 

"He   18    „„-  J   "«e  reminded  her  modestlv. 

«"-":«;    ^Lir:^.  :«f^  J-;'    rejoined    cW 

you  can  no  more  make  hi  *f    ,,  '  'P"'*  °^  *"'"' 

'■-ile.  kk  ,ou  was  Z  h"  i^.'^d':  '"^•.."''  ""'•' 
all.  to  rent  the  Treet  ,J.  V  ^  ^' '"'"°  *""  """e^. 
''on.e.  Buthe^'Ttt^Uk.Tert/'''-^''^' 
-.ore.  amu^in.,  .Hen,,,  ^HZ:^^^:^ 
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aU  droU  folks,  an'  the  more  they  be  lak  people  make  a 
laugh  at  them,  the  more  he  loafs  them.  He  is  become 
crack'  in  his  haid." 

"  He's  been  a  fool  ever  sence  /  first  seen  him,"  said 
Bate.  "WeU,  you're  tied  to  him,  so  there's  no  use 
talkin'." 

"  If  he  goes  clean  crezzy,"  said  Cuby,  "  I  shaU  to 
get  quit  of  him." 

"If  you  do  that,  I'll  many  ye  myself,  the  way  ye 
ought  ter  be  married,  Cuby.  Ye  done  a  dum  foolish 
thing." 

«  He  was  not  so  when  I  firs'  seen  him.  How  is  any- 
body goin'  to  tell?  " 

«  You  could  'a'  depended  on  me  to  be  the  same  thina 
nght  along."  * 

"Yes,  that  is  true,"  said  Cuby,  with  placid  and 
entirely  concealed  cynicism. 

They  both  sighed,  Cuby  in  a  delightfully  equivocal 
fashion.  Bate  with  an  active  sentiment  of  revenge 

Meanwhile,  except  with  Bate  and  his  ilk,  Rob  was 
wmmng  a  reputation  for  engaging  sanity  of  spirit  and 
sterling  rudimentary  good  sense  in  his  faithfuhess  to 
duty. 

Old  man  Trawles,  who  once  had  given  him  a 
wide  berth,  stopped  familiarly  by  the  fence  where  Rob 
was  hoeing. 

"Good-morning,  sir,"  remarked  the  devoted  young 
husbandman,  blithely  elevating  his  hat;  for  Jacob 
Trawles  was  a  very  old  man. 

"Momin',"  resDonded  Jacob  listlessly,  and  fixed 
upon  Rob  his  brown,  melancholy,  rather  vacant  eyes  • 
"  you've  seen  better  days,  and  so  have  I." 
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"Yes,"  «id  Rob.  freely  giving  to  the  old  ^an  the 

.enous    approbation    which    hi.    speech    caUed    for; 

States?"  ^°"  ""^  *°  ""'"'  """^^  ^"^^  ^  *« 

"  Did  Car'line  teU  you?  » 

T  °*^".^  *"'  '''*'  '"''"=  *"'*'  »«'"  «P«od  Rob. 
Jacob  Trawles  looked  sentimentally  pleased;  he  very 

strokT?-    ■?  '~';''  ''^  '"'"-*  ^''^  «^  »>at  and 
stroked  ,t  w>th  a  seedy  black  broadcloth  sleeve.     He 

was  the  only  one  in  Power  Lot  who  wore  a  tall  silk  hat. 
^     Penndessi;    I  should  say  not"  responded  Rob. 
But  In,  wifeless,"  said  old  man  Txawles,  again 
fixing  Rob  with  his  steady  gaze. 
«  How  long  has  Mrs.  Trawles  been  dead?  » 
I  have  had  *«,.••  answered  Jacob,  his  look  un- 
swerving. 

UtZ^T,^^""  ^^'  '""'''"  ""'^^  °«*  Rob  to  get  a 

httle  rehef  from  the  delicacy  of  the  situation.    «  ^y 

don't  you  try  again?  "  ' 

Jacob  held  out  his  hand.     Rob  kept  on  hoeing,  but 

t2w     ";r"°*  "'   "■'^  '""^   remained^'oS- 
stretched,  so  Rob  stepped  up  and  took  it. 

I  want  to,"  said  Jacob.  « I  want  to  get  married 
agam.  You  and  I  are  in  the  same  boat.  You  T^t 
to  rent  Car'Une  Treet's  place,  and  I  want  her  to  let  it 
and  come  over  to  my  house  as  my  third." 

Hob  made  a  faint  effort  at  withdrawing  his  hand, 
but  Jacob  only  clasped  it  tighter. 

"You've  done  poorly  in  marrying,  Robert-poorly. 

My  heart  ache  for  you,  Robert." 


*^  POWER   LOT 

«  Oh.  the  devil,"  ..id  Rob.  «  c„by.,  unforhm.t.  in 
her  urroundmg..  but  .he  i,  .  g„od  girl.  „d  I  .np^" 
Jhe^u  n.y  wfe.    We'll  »y  „„  ill  „f  her.  .ir.  i/^u 

"Fire!  Fire!"  murmured  the  sentimental  Trawle.- 
"  jou  are  full  of  iire.  I  am  naturally  fierymytS  b^t' 
Gjd  and  Nell  pester  me  .o,  I  am  Icin/aU  ^1^^^^' 
They  are  set  agamst  my  having  a  third  " 

Hob  made  anoUier  cautious  attempt  to  take  away  hi. 
W.  but  Jacob  Trawles  gripped  it  firmly.  ^ 

cWdr^n.  G.d  and  Nell,  make  to  detain  and  oKct 

^:J!^1      T  7*  '■*'  ''''  ■"*-«-  "'  -king" 
neighborly  caU  on  Car'line  Treet?  » 

lurlilr'"  r^*"*'  y-th  «»«■"«  sheepishness.  and  a 
^^I^  seen   them  go  after  you  and  leadVou   back 

«  And  in  the  Winter,  they  go  off  to  the  distant  State, 
and  leave  me  alone— alone."  ' 

v,--M°5:  '^*^.'  !"*  "^"^  *°  ^"^  Wnself,  patiently 
yjdded  „p  h  ri^bt  hand  until  such  «me  a^J^ 
Trawles  should  see  fit  to  release  it 

"Alone."  repeated  Jacob,  his  melancholy  eyes,  un- 
wmkmg.  on  Hob's  face.  ^    ' 

"  Where  are  Nell  and  Gid,  now?  " 

OvZylS  jSS"'     ^°^     ^^^^-^-^^., 

toml'TTall."™  ^°"''— '-^  now.if  you  wish 

"Yes,  Robert,  yes.  I  have  it  in  mind;  but  we  won't 

be  premature,  we  wiU  wait  until  they  a«  weU  ulder  the 
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««  a  mongrel  lot,  I  fear 


brow  o/  the  hill.    y„  xi,.„ 

them  Tee-bo..     Th!  st£^  17"':!,'^^' 
fact,  remarkable.     Bateafd^f  !.     ^"^  "'^'  '" 
but    neverthele.    M.^  ty^J^'^^Z^^ 

.,  V        '  ~8«"«^  blood,  Robert.*' 

^t""j  *° '"- "'""  ™  T,'sr"  '*-' 

"nly  just  fair-to^niddlin'   Roh^rt »    •  u  j   » 
"  But  she  is  fifty,  and  T  donV  K         .!    "*'"^  ■^'"=°''- 
I  choose  her  for  el  1^2       T.  ^'  '"'  P**^'-- 
up  my  house"      ^  ^^'"  °^  ^'^''  *»<J  *»  "M'^k™ 

stopped,  to  talk  with  C  '^  "*''**"'«  ^°™. 

"Torment  hi»  old  nelt '»  ..;a    i. 
believe  he',  goin'  over  T  '  f      ^  g'-cefully,  "i 

Nell  and  Gid^L"  st^awlT  "/  "P^"     ^"^  '*«' 

old  man  Trawirin-  ^^^j  t  "°V  "'  ^°"  ^^ 
on  hi.  own  picnic?  "  "'^"^  *"  »'««'  °»t 
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And  aiide  from  that,  nature  had  endowed  her  with 
girlish,  refined  feature*  and  hair  as  glossy  as  it  had 
been  when  sl.e  was  twenty.  She  wore  a  boy's  cap— «  sou- 
venir from  an  advertising  agent,  with  "Try  Old 
Honesty  Soda"  largely  emblazoned  on  its  risor;  and 
in  other  respecU  she  mainUined  a  jauntiness  of  bear- 
ing and  expression  unaffected  by  the  sobriety  of  middle 
age,  and  her  tongue  was  of  that  tender  insidiousness 
which  woes  the  listening  soul. 

"  He  is  going  over  to  sit  with  you  a  spell— if  you're 
at  home,"  said  Rob,  with  twinkling  eyes. 

Mrs.  Treet  winked  back  with  weU-preserved  blue  eyes 
of  her  own.  , 

"  I  guess  he'll  keep  till  I  git  there,"  she  drawled. 

Rob  laughed  explosiyely.  The  exhilaration  of  the 
air  frequently  beset  him  to  untimely  mirth. 

"Mr.  Trawles  seems  to  be  a  very  learned  man," 
he  added  gravely,  besieging  a  clump  of  weeds  with 
his  hoe. 

"  Ya-as,  oh,  ya-as,"  with  conscious  pride  went  on  the 
sweeUy  meandering  tongue  of  Caroline  Treet.  "  Ya-as, 
he's  got  leamin',  an'  a  vary  kind  heart,  poor  old  man 
Trawles  has.  He  never  fishes  a  newspaper  out  o'  any 
old  ruck  down  to  the  wharf  but  what  he  hikes  over  to 
me,  soon  as  ever  he  gits  a  chanct,  and  lays  his  binockalers 
athwart  his  old  nose  an'  reels  it  off  to  me  teU  I  go 
plumb  asleep  in  my  rhair.  Oh,  ya-as,  sometimes  when 
I'm  gappin'  like  a  chicken  with  the  pip  jest  afore  I 
close  my  eyes  an'  go  off,  I  feel  what  a  mercy  readin' 
IS  to  t:  em  that  has  aUus  escaped  it  An'  as  for  writin', 
I  know  I  haves  my  times  o'  bein'  lazy— we  aU  have;  but 
I  can  say  truly,  I  never  yet  set  an'  pampered  a  lazy 
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f.«]U  the^  ,.y  to  my  door,  nobody  '.  ...r  ih^ 
at  me,  an'  lo  I  tell  »»„  * i.i_ ..  «> 
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to  write.    Whatever 

at  me,  an'  «,  I  tel]  you  frankly."  * 

Mr..  Treet  disposed  her.elf  very  comfortably  on 
a  broken  ra,l.  and  taking  off  her  Boda-advert'.eL^ 
^c;p^e^Welyfa„„edher«neand.riou.t:tr 

"^■Jr'" " '  ^"'~'"'"«^  "■''  "«»•"  •««>  Rob. 

Ya  a.,  oh,  ya-a..     He  got  slickened  up,  time,  past 

heai    .\t:^  *°  *':\^*-'  --^  ■•*  '"d  b;eak  Uo  d' 
neart  t  have  any  o'  the  spruce  rubbed  off  'n  h;™   *.. 

sr.  "'^  '"•^''"  ••'^  "^'^  «'^-irat;iy;"r'c:;! 

«  But  I  wish  he'd  lay  off  hi.  tormented  old  plug  hat 

1  ve  told  him,  don't  go  sweatin'  around  in  a  stovl^pL 
hat  m  dog  days ;  •  then  why  should  you?  '  says  l<^, 

V  h^"  I  t"PP°"  *''"'''  '*■"'"'"  1^^"'  "oul  could 
a  brought  up  that  old  plug  hat  to  him  an'  thrun  it  to 
hi«  face  the  way  I  have." 

"No;  he  will  take  anything  from  you." 

««„  L  f^  *'"•  ^'^*'  '"ddenly  retiring  to  a 

non-comm>ttal  tone;  "I've  alius  made  it  a  rule  tl  be 

:rL^tj;::^.";f-:/7trk^"'^^^^^ 

vessels,  an    the  youngest  blacksmithin'  in  the  States 

d^wnTo^i^V  \  '"^"^"^'  *°  "'"*°»'  -'  -  ---^S 
aown  to  Kasha  Valley :  an'  w),»,.  »„..  *i.:_i.  _,  ^ 

sudden  i 


ing 


•  night,  you  make  away  with  your 
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tiff*  «,'  youp  mad.,  however  much  you  might  like  to 
•how  em  out,  «,«  go  .round  to  «U  your  neighbor,  idike. 
mean  or  decent,  all  an'  every,  without  throwin'  it  up  tJ 
their  face*,  skippin'  none." 

Fi«  or  .uddcn  death  both  «emed  «,  foreign  to  the 

himself  the  tragic  nature  of  her  motive.,  .u.pecting  that 

M  the  cheerful  atmo.phere  of  amity  which  .he  .u.taLd 
with  her  neighbor.. 

But  he  hked  her.     He  liked  to  have  her  .it  on  the 
broken  rail  and  talk  to  him. 
« Do  you  think,"  he  .aid  .traightforwardly,  "that 

2?  ""i    ^^  "'^"  "^  ""y  ""'"8  y"'  ?!<«»  »«t 

^nter,  Mr..  Treet? "  ■>        r 

Mr.  Treet  aUowed  her.elf  to  become  .b.orbed  in  the 
»iew  .bout  her,  perfect  placidity  rcting  upon  her  fea- 
ture.. She  wa.  .o  verwtile  tiiat  even  a  flowery  appre- 
ciation of  nature  wa,  but  one  item  in  the  rounded  .phere 
or  her  accomplishmoit.. 

,J  ^tJ  °"*  ''*^''"''  **""•  *"  *'■«  <*"*  »  '  mte«.ti„' 
thing  to  them  that  has  artistry  in  their  feelin's,"  she 
observed    choicely.     «  Ya-as,  oh,  ya-as,  I  g„  down  an' 
wa^k  along  .hore  .ometimes  for  nothin'  on  thi.  .inful 
arth  save  an'  exceptin'  je.t  only  to  look  at  the  aspects. 
Often,  as  them  can  teU  who's  seen  me  at  it,  I've  set  over 
th«*  w  my  winder  teU  nine  o'clock  at  night,  watchin' 
out  on  the  scene.     Many',  the  night  I've  set  in  per- 
bcaler,  rtudyin'  on  the  lights  beginnin'  their  night's  job 
over  on  Digby  shore;  oh,  my,  ya-as,  an'  tiie  tear,  iias 
come  to  my  eyes  as  I  watched  them  little  fleet,  o'  vessels 
Peltin  m,  an'  seen  Uie  water  all  as  ef  she  was  bedaubed 
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with  «,mebody',  ,pilli„.  their  p.i„t  pot.  onto  her  wh«, 
the  wn  hove  out  er  .ight  »  «»«>  i>er  when 

and  an  old  man,  potterin'  an'  hawkin'  a^     fd  the  hou.e 
hough  h..  house  i.  better'n  mine.  I  'dmit.  «.•  .  ^A* 
cJumbley  an'  no  gap  in  the  .hingle.,  i.  a  trial      iC 

^al^S  L:t^r  ''ra^'  "^*'^"  witirman^a^.' 
raised  mj  fam'ly;  an',  though  .ome  would  .ay  I  .hould 
be  elevatm'  mjselt,  old  man  Trawle.  bein'  .o  'io  r.tic 

..fit  to  be  considered  in.  you  come  to  just  thi.,  an' 

S^i.r' '""- "''-  '^' '-'  -^  -^''  -  s:e 

set'.'  ^"".ri^'  "  »''»*  »  true.  Him  who  .et.  low. 
»ets  easy."  He  repeated  the  woman's  phrase  m,™! 
sciously  as  though  it  were  the  pink  otUnZ^Z, 
approvedly  his  own  conviction.  *^  *      ""^ 

*n  VV?''^"'  ^°"  "  ^^'"  «'«'  Caroline  Treet  and 
sJJl^looked  tranquilly  off  to  the  aspects,  andti  7^^ 

"Making  me  a  hat/"  exclaimed  Rob,  leaning,  ar- 
rested o„  Ws  hoe  handle,  hi.  marveUng  soul3  ,". 
Carohne  dealt  out  the  good  news  sparsely,  in  a  12 
to  tease  rather  than  appease  the  awakLed  appetite  ' 
h.  ,^  '^'  f '  '"«°'"'  *°  ^  »  dressy  one.  it's  goin'  to 
1i  the  genteelness  of  it  without  no  cumbersomeness." 
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"  Wli*t  ii  it  made  of?  " 

wi™  ^'  rJ^'  ''-  "^  ""^  ''~t  «  •»«' 

out  o  the  tpick-M'^pw  o'  clcn  artiPry  .tr.w." 
You  Mtoniih  me,"  guped  Hob 
"You  ^'t  the  «l„t »  «l„itted   Croline.   Ti.ibly 

pn.e,     th.f.  b««  knocked  .U  of  .  heap  6^11.     The 

fl»l  one  I  ever  m.d..  I  took  «n'  bestowed  it  on  the 

»im.te,-wh,ch  we  had  more  .ettled  in  them  day.  than 

Tr  mt'^  °7'  "'-""•-goin'  in  them  day.  not  bein'  hit 

^  nuM  .„  choo.e  your  own  plea.ure.  but  go  you  mu.t , 

«    mtt  rel.g.0.    the  .ame,  you  w«,'t  ^ked  whether 

youd  have  ,t,  but  the  60^  wa.  giv'  to  you.  an'  down 

hkil^t""'   "°  ''""*"''"  '"'  J  M  to  likin'  it  or  not 

"  So  you  gave  one  to  the  mini.ter?  »  Hob  .ugge.ted. 

h.n^ng  eagerly  upon  what  might  be  .till  to  come: 

Ya-a.,  oh  my,  ya-a,,  the  fint  I  ever  wove.  I  hadn't 
qmte  got  my  bearin'..  though,  and  the  brim  was  wider 
«n  the  crown  run  up  more  to  a  p'int  than  what  the 
.tyle  ...  or  ever  wa.;  but   ef  I  do  .ay  it,  an'  I  .h'd 

Z',f  %"""!  7""  *°  ^  ""^^  **""'«'•*'  the*  wa. 

3,/      T  ^''™.*  *°  "'  ^°'  »  ^l^^"'  «"•  I'd  -I 

rr  'Li  ^  ^^^  '"^''  ''^"*  "^  'P«™*«1  ^rf.  beside,, 
1  wa.  prrtty  near  wore  out  with  it,  an'  nothin'  but  a 
fraz2le  my.elf  when  I  handed  it  out  to  him." 

IvinJ?'*  f  ^"  T^^"  ''"'"''*^  »»''  "^Ply.  Ws  hoe 
lymg  forgotten  at  his  side. 

TT  "u^'^  "T  ^""^  "^"y  «'"»'  P°''«''  1-°*.  God  Help 
Us  bem  a  place  where  the  mean.  wa.  not  alway.  equal 
to  the  di.per.,bon.,  an'  when  I  held  that  hat  out  to  him 
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H.  SrS  !!T'''t  «""*''^  •-•-  •  -H  of  it. 

at^^!"'"""^'"""^  "»'»«'«•*»«>«'..  in  hoi, 
"He  .tamaiered  .n>  he  rtuttered.     Ef  ever  I  ««. 

w;.t  "^r j„''  r  -r'--  "•  -^"^"^^ 

^™  Z .,""? ,"::  *"' '"'  '-■"•  b»w  7C 


..*l^ 
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wash  out  ^  the  line,  and  tho'  I  don't  say  it  to  shame 
ye  yet  the  truth  rema.n,  the  same,  that  some  things  is 
past  menin'.  Boughten  hose  is  nothin'  but  a  man 
cheat,  anyway.  I've  wrought  up  somethin'  that  '11  stand 
by  ye.  as  my  man  could  testify  ef  he  was  here  instead  of 
havin  lam  h.s  earthly  garments  by.  The  yam  is  '  Old 
Rehable  Irons.des  '  brand,  same  I've  been  a-knittin'  on 
these  twenty  years,  fetched  over  from  Waldeck  through 
Jim,  an  bought  of  old  Jo  Playmus  without  no  break  or 
disagreement  between  us  all  these  vears  that  be  » 

"I  do  not  wonder  that  you  have  friends,"  said  Rob, 
and  though  h>s  face  was  red  and  his  voice  trembled, 
yet  the  feehng  with  which  he  spoke  was  very  real 

Ya-as,  oh,  ya-as,"  continued  Caroline,  like  a  lady, 
to  cover  hs  embarrassment.    "  Many's  the  time  when  Jo 
Playmus  has  been  over  here  fishin'  an'  slung  feet  along 
o   me  an   my  man,  under  the  table.     Ef  there  was  an 
«pple.  or  any  other  pie  stuff  to  be  raised,  green  or 
wmter-proof,  accordin'  to  the  season,  I  made  'em  a  pie 
Once  he  g,v'  me  the  caution  at  eleven  o'clock  him  and 
T      ""t  u  r.  !°  """"^  "*  ^'^''-     »°»'t  ««y  a  word, 
round     I  rigged  up  that  pie  and  had  him  in  the  oven 
hfr^?!''.'^"*''  ^"'^  '^''''"'  '^^  ^^  ^°^y  "^t^"- 1  h«d 

Rob  questioned  with  a  puzzled  interested  face  of 
mquiry,  and  no  guile. 

"What  made  the  pie  a  male  when  it  went  into  the 
oven,  and  a  female  when  it  came  out?  " 

"I  don't  know,"  replied  Caroline  Treet,  with  an 
Tu-  T  .  ''  """""  "^  '•^'''g^ent.  "  God  A'mighty 
fashioned  the  langwidge  o'  men,  an'  I've  aUus  had  to 
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was  put  to  more  pains  to  ackire  it '     Hnt  ^K  *>    xi. 

in  talkin'?    We  can't  denv  «  '  ^''^  ""= 

can  our  faiWs."  "^    "  ^^''  ""  ""'^  t''"'  -« 

anJfJ   k"'"*^  "'^^  "  '°°''  °^  unblemished  sympathy 
and  the  broaching  of  an  entirelv  r,.„  +1,  "J'^Pa^ny , 

by  the  thorough  loyalty  Tff^  "*'',  .^''^t "'"  '^"''"^ 
his  face.  ^  *°"'*'°°  "^"^  *°ne  « 

said'«1of  "^  ^^.l*°  T  ^°"  ''°"'«'  •'3'  and  by."  he 
In7-f  LT  *'"°^'  '"'^""^^  I  admire  2,o«  so  much  • 
and  ,t  m.ght  be  a  mutual  accommodation,  if  Mr.  TZ,es' 
IS  so  fortunate  as  to  win  you  ?  »  *' 

r^lii  .  T*'*  """^  '^"'^  "'  *  "^-We  hoU  onto 
rehg.on  when  I  was  younger;  an'  then  ag'in  I  thi"k 
present  .me  is  the  best  time,  after  all,  an'  I'm  cert'n,; 
more  able  to  meet  up  with  an'  ermine  doctHnes  „ot 
than  when  I  didn't  know  no  more  'n  a  weaklin'  l„o 
moltin'  out  her  pinfeathers."  «°°'"' 

"Captain  Treet  was  lost  at  sea,  I'ye  heard?"  said 
Rob  and  with  the  words  as  he  faced  Caroline,  he  lift  d 
his  hat  from  his  damp  curls. 
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"  He  WM  an  able  seaman,"  she  made  proud  rejoinder, 
"and  a  great  hand  to  cruise.  Oh  my,  ya-as.  he  cruised 
as  fur  as  the  fardest,  an'  his  talk  was  interestin'.  Take 
what  he'd  met  up  with,  an'  his  natterally  seaman  on- 
christian  ways  o'  tellin'  it,  I  could  set  by  the  hour,  with 
my  feet  hove  into  the  oven  door  on  a  cold  day,  to  hear 
his  gab.  Ef  he  was  here  now,  you  wouldn't  like  nothin' 
better  'n  to  hear  him  reel  it  off.  Ya-as,  he's  gone,  the 
way  we  all  must  go,  hauled  up  to  our  last  final  i.atin' 
place." 

Rob  thought  of  Mrs.  Stingaree  and  her  getting  up 
and  gomg  forth,  and  his  incipient  notions  of  immortaKty 
found  vent  to  the  iptended  comfort  of  Caroline  Treet's 
soul.  «I  don't  believe  they  go  there,"  he  said.  "I 
believe,  when  they  get  quit  of  it  all  here  they  go  some- 
where else.     That's  what  I  believe." 

«  What  you  drempt  that  time  poor  Mis'  Stingaree 
died  seems  to  have  made  dreadful   fast   on   to  you  " 
answered  Mrs.  Treet,  with  an  intimation  in  her  own  tone 
that  the  thought  of  continued  existence  was  a  normal 
and   plausible   one.     « So   fur   as   that   is   concerned, 
Robert,  your  beliefs  an'  my  beliefs  is  jest  as  firm-mated 
as  Virginny  Stafford's  oxen,  an'  goes  calmly  on  their 
way.     I  lost  two  children  when  they  was  babies.     They 
was  jest  a-gitti„'  into  the  habit  o'  smilin';  an'  I  don't 
mmd  saym'  that  my  thoughts  o'  them  is  K«„'  thoughts, 
iif  I  git  low  by  day  and  imagines  of  'em  dead,  the 
good  God  sends  'em  down  at  night,  smilin'  and  dimplin' 
and  beckonm'  of  me,  as  plain  to  say  as  ef  the  words 
was  spoke,  «A11  is  weU,  all  is  well;  never  be  afeard  to 
come      We  couldn't  smile  at  you  like  w«'«  «-s«iKn' 
ef  all  wasn't  well.' " 


FRIENDLY  197 

Caroline  Treet  drew  a  work-worn,  muscular  hand 
acro.8  the  misty  violet  of  her  eyes,  thrust  her  cap  on  to 
iier  head,  and  rose. 

"  Ef  thar  ain't  that  old  dromodile,"  she  said  indul- 
gently, indicating  Jacob  Trawlcs,  who  had  started  on 
a  dissatisfied  return  from  his  quest  at  her  door.  «  WaP 
I  got  to  make  out  thar'  an'  head  him  off.  He's  a  kind 
old  creatur'.  old  man  Trawl,  is ;  and  I  alius  keep  peace 
with  my  neighbors.  I  shouldn't  wonder,  when  NeU  an' 
Gid  cruises  off  this  Fall  ef  he'd  be  glad  to  git  settled  in 
his  own  ways  with  his  flour  and  pork  barrel  stowed 
m  and  the  hams  in  the  downstairs  closet  before  the 
line-storm." 

Jacob  Trawles  beamed  happily  as  he  saw  Mrs.  Treet 
approaching.  Rob  watched  them  with  an  honest  smile 
in  his  kind  blue  eyes. 
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CHAPTER  XIV 

MBS.     BYJo's    BOASDEB 

One  day  as  Rob  leaned  on  his  hoe  handle  the  thought 
of  being  bound  came  to  him  all  the  fiercer  for  the  wild 
freedom  of  the  landscape.  A  hearty  criminal  in  prison 
could  interest  himself  in  making  his  escape ;  but  to  stay, 
all  unlaureled  and  uncheercd,  for  the  tedious  self- 
imposed  task  of  «  fighting  beasts  »  and  proving  him- 
self a  man;  in  this  business,  a  youth,  with  whom  the 
sun  of  joy  is  strong  and  the  wind  of  adventure  sweet, 
sometimes  loses  heart.  While  Rob's  tireless  muscles 
were  developing  the  texture  of  whipcord,  his  brown 
cheeks  were  growing  hollow. 

In  his  bleak  humility  and  loneliness,  any  kindly  word 
from  a  fellow-mortal,  any  confidence  or  appeal  from  a 
human  heart,  c&me  to  him  like  wine  and  food. 

"Rob,  Rob  Hilton!  Come  you  over  here,  please. 
I  want  ye,"  called  the  Widow  Byjo,  swinging  her  own 
h  ,^  aloft  in  beckoning  and  mandatory  fashion.  Now 
Rob,  of  his  soul's  volition,  esteemed  the  Widow  Byjo 
only  next  to  Mrs.  Treet,  and  he  hastened  over. 

"Look  here,  I'm  put  out.  Can  you  work  in  my 
patch  here  the  rest  of  the  day,  Rob?  I'm  in  for  a  tejus 
job,  by  Jo!  Mary  Stingaree  has  got  a  letter  that  Jim 
Turbine  brought  over  to  her,  and  I've  got  to  take  a 
city  tourist  to  board.   I'd  rather  have  the  devil,  by  Jo : 
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I  could  put  him  to  some  nrash,  in  the  kitchen.     Jim', 
going  to  bring  him  over  this  afternoon." 

«  By  gracious !  IVe  never  seen  the  devil,"  said  Rob 
showing  his  white  teeth  broadly,  «  and  I'm  glad  of  the 
mv.tat.on  to  be  right  here  on  the  premises.  You  can 
count  on  me." 

Mrs.  Byjo,  deftly,  with  the  tip  of  her  hoe  handle, 
gave  h.s  hat  a  prey  to  the  winds.  Having  recovered 
•t,  Rob  ac'-!.nwledged  the  choicencss  of  these  social 
amen.t.es  wit.'i  a.  gay  li  ugh. 

"  Wit  is  ah  right  in  its  place,"  she  advised  him  seri- 
ously, but  I'm  in  no  position  to  have  it  played  off  on 
me  to-day.     What  I  need   is  help." 

"I  didn't  think  he'd  come  for  you  so  soon,"  said 
Rob.  Don't  you  fret.  You're  good  for  fifty  years 
more,  and  you'll  be  strong  enough  to  knock  him  out 
even  then." 

A  smile  struggled  through  the  gravity  of  Captain 
Byjo  s  features.  When  she  gave  a  smile  it  was  without 
reservation. 

"Don't  you  get  to  thinking  you're  growin'  such  a 
smart  stock  of  brains,"  she  advised  him,  "  for  your  face 
don  t  bear  you  out  in  it."  Then  she  sighed,  and  her 
burden  returned  to  her.  «  You  know  him,  so  they  say ; 
knew  h.m  in  New  York.  He's  a  big  gun,  so  they  say 
big  in  his  hne ;  and  his  name  is  Doctor  Margate." 
"  What  do  you  mean?  " 

J'7!T*'  ^'/^'  ""*  ^'"^  '*""'P^'  •'y  J°!  I  <=«  tiU 
the  fields  self-respecting,  but  I've  never  been  brought 
down  to  boardin'  tourists.  But  there!  Mary,  she  asked 
It,  and  Its  got  to  be.  I'd  do  more  than  tnat  for  her. 
So  1  ve  got  to  ^waller  my  spleen  and  go  to  work  inside 
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■woepin'  and  bakin'.     So  there,  u  I'm  a  woman  what 
M  a  woman,  I've  heaved  my  last  sigh  over  it." 

"Do  you  mean  that  Doctor  Margate  is  coming  up 
here? "  o     r 

"  I  do.  You  don't  appc'T  to  like  him,"  said  Mrs. 
Byjo,  commenting  on  Rob's  trembling  lips  and  pale 
manner  of  excitement. 

"Why,  I've  written  him— Jn  the  past— four  times, 
and  he  never  answered  me;  written  him  urgently  on 
most  important  matters,  and  he  never  answered  me, 
I  didn't  know  but  he  was  dead." 

"He  may  be  dead  to  you  and  me,  but  he  ain't  dead 
to  Mary  Stingareo,  I  reckon,"  said  Mrs.  Byjo  with 
meaning.  "Not  that  Mary's  confided  any  courting 
about  It;  but  she  says  he's  wore  out  with  a  tremenjus 
practice  an'  wants  a  sniff  o'  air  among  us  Injuns  in  No- 
man's  Land.  But  he's  a  widow  like  the  rest  of  us,  and 
his  daughter  was  Mary's  mate,  and  puttin'  two  and 
two  together,  I  infer  that  Mary  is  some  acquainted  with 
him;  it  may  be  courting,  it  may  not  be;  that  ain't  my 
busmess,  but  there's  r  lot  that  «;  will  you  take  my  place 
in  the  fields?    I'll  pay  ye  thirty  cents  an  hour." 

"  Why,  yes,  I'U  go  right  to  work,"  said  Rob,  with 
exceeding  quietness — «  right  to  work." 

There  was. always  that— work,  to  pay  his  board; 
work,  to  put  by  something  for  the  rent  of  a  home; 
work  for  this,  work  for  that;  whatever  his  perplexity 
or  sorrow  there  was  always  work  to  be  done— work, 
work,  work. 

When  Rob  went  home  to  dinner  he  regarded  Mary 
without  any  special  curiosity.  He  had  ceased  to  blush 
m  her  presence;  his  eyes,  of  late,  had  met  hers  very 
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frankly;  but  what,  to  the  people  round  about,  were 
laughing  eyes,  to  her  were  dreary ;  they  were  ever  grave 
and  stricken  when  they  met  hers.  She  wondered,  and 
sought  to  win  him  once  more  to  a  friendly  confidence. 
"  Doctor  Margate  is  coming  to  Power  Lot  to  stay 
ft  vhilc  at  Mrs.  Stafford's,  Robert.  Perhaps  she  iold 
you?  " 

"  Yes.  Is  he  coming  to  see  you,  or  to  find  out  about 
me?    What  is  his  object  in  coming  'way  off  here?  " 

Mary  herself  colored  a  little  under  the  steady  frank- 
ness of  those  dreary  eyes;  she  noticed  with  a  twinge  of 
pathos  the  hoUowncss  of  his  tanned  cheeks. 

'•There  is  his  letter,"  she  replied,  handing  it  out. 
"  He  gives  simply  as  his  motive  the  desire  for  a  change 
of  scene  and  air.  I  think  his  visit  concerns  you.  I 
have  written  him,  always,  very  kindly  "—her  eyes  went 
down ;  Rob  was  now  so  strong  and  virile  a  creature  in 
appearance  for  this  indulgent  sort  of  treatment—"  very 
encouragingly,  about  you." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Rob  drily,  rising.  "  I  trust  you 
did  not  have  to  strain  a  point  in  order  to  be  kind." 

She  looked  after  him  with  a  new  emotion  of  surprise. 
He  walked  carefully  across  the  clean  floor  in  his 
slippered  feet,  sat  down  on  the  doorstep  and  put  on  his 
boots  as  usual,  and  tramped  methodically  over  to  Mrs. 
By  jo's   to  his  labors. 

It  fell  to  my  share,  as  "  Jim,"  of  course,  to  fetch 
Doctor  Margate  over  from  Waldeck  station  in  my  boat. 
He  was  not  so  old  a  man  as  I  had  thought;  he  did  not 
seem  old,  and  since  he  was  going  up  to  see  Mary,  I 
should  r        •    ■    -  •  ■ 


1  for 


o..«u«i  ,mve  naiea  mm  lor  Demg  so  straight  and  grai 
if  there  hadn't  been  a  look  in  his  eyes  like  a  tired  d 


ut  f  jes  uKe  a  tirea  do. 
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«mt  out,  after  a  shipwreck,  to  bring  another  body  in. 
I  had  a  dog  Kke  that  once,  and  here  were  hi.  old, 
8taunch,  dying  eyes  looking  at  me  again  out  of  this 
■nans  head.  I  didn't  trust  him.  though;  people  may 
prove  very  different,  said  I  to  myself,  from  what  their 
headlights  ,nd.cate.  He  had  a  flower  in  his  buttonhole 
When  I  first  saw  h.m  on  the  station  platform,  and  I 
knew  what  that  meant;  he  was  after  Mary,  whether 
she  knew  it  or  not;  and  the  conviction  struck  me  hard 
as  we  sailed  over  that  what  he  wanted  he  would  get. 

He  understood  all  about  a  boat;  he  knew  everything; 
he  had  the  gift  „' gab  so  that  even  the  gulls  foUowli 
him  to  hsten.  I'd  heard  he  was  worn  out,  but  only  for 
his  dog-eyes  he  looked  as  strong  as  Samson,  with  his 
ruddy  cheeks  and  iron-gray  hair,  and  his  hands  were 
almost  as  sinewy  as  mine. 

I  had  a  buggy  team  engaged  to  bring  him  up  the 
hiU,  and  he  never  shrunk,  as  most  people  do,  from  driv- 
ing up  that  hill  for  the  first  time,  for  fear  things  '11 
start  backwards.     No,  he  kept  looking  back  anf  ex- 
patiating on  the  view,  and  asked  me  to  stop  a  minute 
once  m  the  most  breakneck  place  of  all,  where  I  had  to 
turn  the  old  horse  sidewise  to  give  her  any  footing  at 
all,  and  he  looked  off,  saying,  «  Superb!    Glorious'" 
I  got  so  sick  of  it,  I  slewed  the  old  horse  back  a  little 
with  a  sly  taut  on  the  reins,  to  try  to  scare  my  slick 
passenger  and  shut  off  his  "glorious"  wind,  but  he 
only  saia  coolly: 

"Always  slack  on  the  lines  when  a  horse  is  climbing, 
my  friend,"  says  he,  and  I  felt  several  kinds  of  an  un- 
necessary  fool. 

We  came  up  on  to 


I  up  ( 
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ams  and  steered  up  the  lane, 
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what  has  he  on  his  head  ?  » 
;;  One  of  the  hats  Carohne  Treet  makes." 
She  must  be  a  very  gifted  person." 
She  IS  aU  of  that." 

«  w  «  T^'"y  f°^  him  to  wear  it?  " 

ng.  and  hurned  up  to  get  it  done,  and  brought  ft  ov^ 
^  h.m;  and  he  put  it  on  so  as  not  to  hurt  her  feehZ 
He  s  capable  o'  doin'  just  such  things  as  that.  Rob  if  ^ 

.S'  T:t:r  tr>  ''"'-«  Reside  if  I"! 
thrw    W.       r      '  '""'  advant«ges-aU  prodded  with 

toorar^r;:t"rrh:::n;d'^-- 

was  di  W.    He'd  had  advantages,  blttco^^d  co^v: 

em  all  up  .„  a  mmute  so  as  to  be  one  with  you  till  you'd 

.^rrLrC^;-;-----iandr^:^^ 

I  dL  not  ulrttl       r  ''']  T--"  -  '  -3^ 
that,"  he  r;eat2  '  ""  ^'"^  ''  "^  '='«  "^  ^^ 

I  sort  of  gnashed  my  teeth  internally. 

day,.^t:a?d"'.S?  'f  *"  '"'''''  "•'""''  ™'^-  *»- 

likf  stiT  /  u"*^  ''"'■"  ""•*  '""^^S  th^  breeze  ain't 

iike  standmg  up  to  bone-lahor  " 

"  He  has  changed,"  said  the  doctor,  not  minding  me; 


"ir.. 
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"even  from  here    one  can  ice  that  he  hM  grown  af 
itrong  a«  an  ox." 

"He  work*  like  one,"  I  said;  "he'«  the  iteadiett 
drudge  anywhere*  around." 

That  triumphant  light  kept  waking  in  his  eyes;  and 
as  for  me,  I  could  have  tumbled  him  out  of  the  buggy 
with  a  good  will. 

"That  is  Miss  Stingaree's  house,  1  suppose,  near 
where  Rob  Hilton  is  working?  »  he  said. 

"No,"  said  I;  "that's  Captain  Byjo's— Mrs.  Staf- 
ford's, I  mean.  Rob  is  her  hired  man  just  now;  he's 
working  out— twenty  cents  an  hour;"— I  had  not  yet 
heard  of  the  recent  raise  in  his  wages—"  toil  and  sweat 
is  his  portion.  The  Stingaree  house  is  over  there  on 
the  other  side  o'  the  lane." 

Mary  came  to  the  door  as  we  drove  up,  and  it  went 
to  my  heart  Uke  cold  ashes,  the  job  of  bringing  that 
fine  old  fellow  there,  to  confab  and  Ulk  high-flown 
language  along  o'  her.  My  sympathies  just  fairly 
SWhed  out  all  of  a  sudden,  toward  poor  Rob  Hilton, 
beating  away  at  his  work  in  the  potato  field.  "  He  used 
to  be  teasing  me  to  sail  him  over  to  Waldeck,"  thought 
I  to  myself.  «  Well,  he  shaU  go  to  Waldeck,  and  have 
a  good  time  too,  and  I'll  keep  company  with  him  as 
merry  as  he  Ukes— consistent  with  keeping  out  of  the 
rum-fiend's  clutches." 

I  got  rid  i{  Doctor  Margate  as  brusquely  as  I  could 
at  Mary's  door,  and  acknowledged  her  smile  of  greet- 
ing with  a  short  nod.  Then  I  went  over  to  Captain 
Byjo's  and  deposited  the  great  man's  heavy  valise,  like 
any  truckman ;  and  coming  out,  I  stopped  in  the  field 
where  Hob  was. 
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He  lifted  up  his  head,  and  bit  hi.  lip;  and— Te^- 

there  were  the  cniellert  kind  of  tear,  in  hi.  .trained 

eye^-the  un.hed  kind ;  he  could  not  Mem  to  .peak ;  hi. 

mouth  quivered. 

«  Hello,  old  man,"  .aid  I,  and  I  could  not  help  puttinff 
an  arm  along  hi.  shoulder.  I'd  never  been  familiar  with 
h.m,  but  I  felt  familiar  with  him.  thea  and  forever. 
Bear  up,"  says  I,  "you  and  I  got  to  bear  up,  an' 
steer  nght  on.  I  know  the  tune,  same  as  you,"  say.  I, 
but  the  seas  ain't  goin'  to  swaller  us;  we'll  beat  the 
WK.  D-n  it  all,  we  got  to  steer  right  on,"  says  I. 
^^I  m  goin'  to,  an'  you're  as  much  of  a  man  a.  I  am,  any 

"You  don't  think  that,"  says  he;  and  being  all  of 
a  sudden  familiar  with  him  forever  and  forever.  I  read 
his  soul. 

« I  do  mean  it,"  .ay.  I.  «  Don't  you  give  me  the 
He!  If  ever  a  man  wa.  made  able  to  steer  right  on,  it's 
you,  Rob  Hilton.  If  you  don't  know  it  yet,  /  know  it, 
by  all  that's  holy!    Come,  let's  shake." 

«  AD  right,"  says  he;  and  it  may  be  a  big  word,  con- 
.idenn  the  occasion,  but  I  felt  immortal  strength  along 
o  the  heart-break  in  the  grip  o'  the  poor  boy's  hand. 
^  Now  look  here,"  say.  I ;  "  .ay,  when  your  first  patch 
o  potatoes  ..  ready  to  dig,  what  do  you  say  to  a  sail 
w>th  me  over  to  Waldeck?  I  know  somebody  there 
that  11  give  you  a  fancy  price  for  'em.  We'll  load  'em 
on  to  the  boat,  and  if  you  will  help  me  a  little  with  some 
other  truck  I've  promised  to  take  over,  the  business 
Shan  t  cost  you  a  penny,  and  I"'  be  glad  of  vour 
company."  "^ 

"You  .aid  once."  said  Rob.  with  a  streak  of  .un- 
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■hin.  on  hi.  f,«,  '•  when  I  uked  you  to  tak.  m.  ore^- 

th«t  you  •  ehote  your  own  company.' " 

"  Ain't  I  ehooiin'  my  own  company?  "  Mid  I  «  pj 
rather  have  you  .ail  with  me-hone.t,  Rob-than  any 
other  man  I  ever  met  anywhere.,  not  exceptin'  Power 
Lot,  God  Help  Ufc" 

A%y  other  man.  I  did  not  know  then  that  Rob  had 
heard  Mary  Stingaree  that  moonlight  evening,  when 
•he  «id  slightingly  that  he  «wa.  not  a  man  at  all." 
I  did  not  know  why  in  thunder  such  a  high  light  blaxed 
from  hi.  face  at  my  word..  A  .ail  to  Waldeck  to  mU 
poUtoe.  wouldn't  wem  much  of  an  K-bition  to  any- 
one who  had  once  po.re.8ed  what  Rob  Hilton  wa. 
bom  heir  to.  But  there,  thought  I,  he',  been  .hut  off 
here  so  long,  the  pro.pect  of  the  .ail  i.  like  wine  to 
him. 

Hi.  Aoulder.  were  Kt  mighty  wjuare,  con.idering 
what  Memed  the  childi.hneg.  of  hi.  emotion,  and  the  way 
he  gripped  my  hand  proved  that  the  old  Mlt  ham  he'd 
pl»yed  with  in  the  Stingaree  ihed  mu.t  have  .uffered 
Mme  Mveritie.  before  he  got  through  with  it. 

«I  won't  forget  thi.,  Jim,"  «ay.  he;  and  he  added 
with  regular  eageme..,  a.  I  turiied  away,  « I  think  my 
flr.t  crop  will  be  ready  in  about  three  week.,  now." 
«  I'm  yoiir  man,"  .ays  I,  «  when  you're  ready." 
I  forgot  that  it  was  customary  to  drive  down  the 
hill  by  the  Joggins  road,  and  I  took  the  .teep  way,  never 
heeding.    The  old  horse  condoned  my  forgetfulness  with 
perfect  wisdom  of  his  own.    The  descent  was  an  enter- 
pnte  that  required  care,  and   in  spite  of  my  pricking 
and  urging,  he  did  most  certainly  take  entirely  hi.  own 
tune  for  the  job. 
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Captain  Belcher  and  another  compatriot  laluted  mv 
ttltunate  landing  on  level  loil. 

"  I've  won,"  laid  Belcher. 

"  What  about?  "  1  aikcd. 

"Why,  Ed  Ncdds  an'  me  waa  bettin',  for  the  lait 
three  or  four  hour,,  a,  to  whether  ye  was  goin'  up  the 
hill  or  down  it.  I  took  the  caution  to  jcdge  by  lan'- 
«»rk«,  an'  I  bet  '  down,'  an'  here  ye  be,  Capting.  I 
conaider  that  I  ain't  wasted  no  time  watchin'  of  ye. 
neither,  for  it  was  an  interestin'  inch-wormin'  a  gisht 
as  I  ever  see."  ' 


CHAPTER   XV 

SHE   OF    THE    WHIP-HAND 

Ma«t  STmGA,BE  and  the  doctor  sat  out  on  the  porch 

ered  al]  defects  dunng  the  brief  marvelously  bright 
sunnner  .„  this  northern  chme.  The  little  porch  f"ced 
the  grandeur  of  the  scene. 

"I  could  not'  write  it  to  you,"  said  Marv      « It 
seemed  too  dreadful  •  J,.  „      j  •  ^wary.         it 

enticed  hZ  7      \^'  ^"'"^  '"  '"^'  ""^  t^ey 

enticed  him  down  there,  and  he  fell-he  drank  again- 

and-was  marned;  trapped  into  it,  I  understand    but 

Sh'^' '  t'"''  ^^*  '"'"°''-  '^''^ '"'"'  '^ho  brought  me 
tTerel^r^  Turbine-seems  to  think  it  pLiHe 
there  might  be  some  mistake  about  that.    He  says  the 

t™th     Sr;^  ''  ':  '^""'•^  °"'^  "^  -<*<=  to  speak  il 
ruth.    The  few  other  participants,  including  Rob  him- 
self, were  too  muddled  to  take  away  «„y  fmprii 
onhe  scene  that  would  serve  as  reliable  st'atisW' 

„  c^  *"■'  ''^"^'^  ''""''^  '"°^-" 

She  IS  M  courageous  as  Captain  Belcher,  I  am  told 

JHld';,T*»  ""• '"  ""• ""'  ■"*  ">■ «- 
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"'Jim'  Turbine  certainly  intimat. .(   tUt   s.ic?    a 

doubt  was  admissible." 

"But  Rob  himself  virtuaUy  acknowledges  it,  aud— 

though  he  has  never  gone  to  hve  with  them  down  there 

-he  ,s  working  with  all  his  might  to  make  a  home  for 

her." 

"I  shaU  have  the  mystery  solved  and   the   truth 
brought  to  light.     Everything  I  hear,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  that  one  f  aU,  seems  creditable  to  Rob.    It  was  a 
case  of  •  kill  or  cure,'_and  it  begins  to  look  like  '  cure.' 
He  was  doomed,  body  and  soul,  in   the  life  he  was 
pursumg.     He  was  never  sober  long  enough  to  look 
comprehensively  and  connectedly  into  his  own  affairs  or 
assume  any  worthy  responsibility  concerning  them.   To 
fill  his  pockets  with  cash  and  carouse  it  away,  was  the 
end  and  aim  of  his  bright  being.     His  father  was  a 
pleasure-lover    too.  but  he  had  a  keen  business  sense. 
1  he  property  is   safely  and  conservatively   invested, 
and  IS  waxmg  greater  every  day  of  Rob's  Ufe;  and  he, 
1  believe  now,  will  grow  to  his  responsibilities.     A-a 
woman  whom  he  had  learned  to  adore-a  good  woman 
—a  strong  woman— could  pilot  him  through,  /  believe  " 
Mary,  too,  saw  in  the  great  man's  eyes  the  exhaustion 
of  a  spiritual  fight,  the  self-immolation  of  the  dog  who 
strikes  out  once  more  to  save. 

"  I  hope  that  all  present  complications  may  clear 
for  poor  Rob's  sake."  she  said,  «  and  that  he  may  find 
i>uch  a  woman." 

"-le  has  not  lived  under  the  same  roof  with  you. 
these  past  months,"  declared  the  man.  with  an  emotion 
not  to  be  n>istaken,  "without  suffering,  climbing,  hop- 
ing; without  realizing  to  the  depths  of  his  soul  who 
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He  rose  and  stood  for  a  moment  with  half-averted 
porch""'  """  "^''""^  *°  "  ^'""""^  P'""  °^  *'«= 

_  "I  am  forced  to  remember  "-Mary  spoke  with  an 
n.tens,ty  that  had  driven  the  color  from  her  lips- 
that  my  own  father  was  an  inebriate,  and  that  my 
brother  ,s  one.  I  do  not  entertain  the  thoughts  that 
some  entertain.  My  h'fe,  though  stainless  itself  I 
know,  lies  by  way  of  sacrifice,  but  not  by  way  of  in- 
creasmg,  pcrhapis,  the  sum  of  evil " 

"Nonsense  "-he  faced  her-"  I  am  a  physician,  as 
you  know.  I  believe  no  man  living  has  had  a  wid.  r  ex- 
penence  at  least,  of  the  human  constitution  and  its 
hmitahons,  and  .ts  possibilities.  I  tell  you  your  asser- 
tion IS  nonsense.  A  man  can  grow  out  of  evil,  a  man 
can  change  h:s  nature,  in  weeks,  months,  in  a  day,  in 
an  hour.  God  lives  and  works  by  ceaseless  '  miracles.' 
New  growth,  new  hfe.  Nature  proves  it.  Heredity  is 
the  bugbear  of  all  the  old  Back-Numbers  in  existence. 
God  laughs  that  theory  to  sco.  n,  if  we  only  had  the  eyes 
to  ser,  and  the  courage  to  rise  and  live." 

Mary,  long  quietly  rusting  at  Power  Lot,  God  Help 
Us    shrank  a  little  from  this  startling  mental  antag 
omst.     She  was  quite  ready  to  turn  the  flow  of  the 
theme  to  lightness. 
A  smile  dawned  in  her  eyes 

•Bll'ib'r..  ''•'"^^"^-"^  *''''*  I  -«n  old 
withstood.       I  love  you  tiU  my  heart  is  torn  past  con- 
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trol.  Will  you  answer  me?  "  he  continued  gently.  "  I 
have  «,ked  you  this  question  before.  You  know  my  life 
my  reputatio„-<=elebrity,  I  may  say  without  vainglory 
since  I  want  to  present  this  case  as  aUuringly  as  possi- 
ble. My  fortune  is  large,  my  character  weU  proven. 
Mary — will  you  marry  me?  " 

I'  No,  oh  no.    You  are  cruel.    Do  not  ask  me  that." 

You  do  not  love  me  in  the  least  like  that?  " 
"No,  oh  no.     Why,  when  one  is  in  straits,  do  peo- 
ple thmk  only  of  themselves?  » 

"Why  indeed?  Well,  I  wiU  think  of  myself  no 
more.  He  returned  to  his  chair,  easily  resting  his 
arm  on  the  chair-arm,  and  his  iron-gray  head  on  his 
hand;  but  the  side  of  his  face  toward  her  was  plain  to 
view,  strong,  tender,  his  eyes  looking  out  seaward.  A 
quahn  went  to  her  heart,  that  ached  with  admiration 
and  with  pity.  He  would  have  renewed  the  bright  sun 
of  his  youth,  but  his  sorrow  was  above  all  things  con- 
siderate  and  brave. 

"  I  did  not  mean  that,"  she  stammered.     «  You  are 
unselfish   and  great.     But  I-I  think  you  mistake  my 
power;  my  power  over  poor  Rob,  for  instance.     He  i, 
interesting;  he  is  fascinating  "-she  smiled-"  in  one 
way    I  admit,  to  a  mind  that  has  had  so  many  stem 
reahties  to  deal  with  as  I  have,  he  is  so  easily  made 
joyous.     Whatever  his  mood,  he  has  a  child's  heart; 
though  he  has  Hved  in  the  midst  of  sophistication  and 
excess,  he  has  kept  a  certain  bright  soul  of  his  own. 
unblemished      I  cannot  express  it  in  any  better  way 
but  you  understand.     I  thought  at  one  time  that  I  had 
influence  over  him-unconsciously,  in  the  sense  that  it 
was  more,  much  more,  than  I  desired  to  hav« " 
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The  color  swept  over  her  face 

;;  I  understand  »  said  Doctor  Margate,  «  perfectly." 

You  may  rest  assured  that   now,  though  he  is  al- 

«?heZor;  ''  f^  -"''^  -'"  'h'contill 

-Tuch  l"h     r/-"^  ^"""^  *°""'^  ^■'"  I^-  been  such 

«^^  ^"fS'"«>  but  unfortunate,  child." 
.nJl  *''  '"""  ""-""dified,  in  its  very  essence 

«  «  ,  ;,   '"*''"  *'''"'  y°"  know,  or  dream  of." 
iJut     Mary  made  haste  to  continue,  "there  is  an 
actual  t,e  mvolving  a  weaker  appeal  stil'l,  far  ^el " 
m  the    ase  of  my  poor  brother.     I  have  not  much  op 
portu„.ty  for  the  studying  of  joy  in  any  natur  J  "^ 

Doctor  Margate  divined  much.     «  Poop  airl     „ 

S'"  v?= "'-'  -'  '•^'p  ^-  ih  ihfttr' 

soif  Zul'      '  •*""'  "^  ^°-'  "'"^  ^"-d.     Upon  my 

t  rl    W  "f  u"*  ''  ^°"  "'"  ""^^  '«t  •"«  h4  you." 

He  reached  out  his  hand  and  laid  it  lightly,  though 

-th  a  gesture  of  infinite  protection,  upo„\eS         ^ 

11  was  at  this  juncture  that  Rob  apneared     W»  1,  ^ 

7"  Bate  enter  the  house  with  that  aggr"!  Z^r 

of  jportance  which  indi'cated  an  in^rd  re;  eS  htg 

glte^l^t  fl,  \r'f '  '°'  ""«"«  °-t-  Mar- 
io h^arched"*  *  *''''  ^"^  """"Sbt  need  him." 
so  he  marched  m,  g,vmg  the  noisy  Bate  a  look  of  stem 
-anmg  on  h.s  way  through  the  house  to  thejllT 
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w'' , "?'"'  ^"f"  ''"'  *"'■"'=''  *°  '^™'  •'"t  he  heard  the 
hand  laid  protcctingly  upon  hers. 

A  cold  hand  wrung  his  vitals  dry  of  aU  sensation 
for  a  moment.  Then  he  caught  his  breath  and  ad- 
vanced to  the  doctor  with  a  cordiality  so  correct  and 
fim  tha  ,t  was  v.s.bly  altogether  Spartan.  The  good 
mans  pleaded  exclamations  at  his  health,  his  tan!  his 
vigor,  hardly  pierced  his  consciousness.  He  knew  that 
Mary  was  in  a  dilemma,  that  she  would  have  been  pleased 
to  invite  the  doctor  to  supper,  that  it  was  impossible 
on  account  of  Bate. 

«  By  the  way,"  said  Rob,  with  a  splendid  affectation 

sir"?  T-  "^  "°""'  "'  ''"  ^■"■"'"y  f^°">  Mrs. 
Stafford,  who  IS  anxious  to  see  her  guest,  and  who  has 

her   supper   all   prepared.      May   I   escort   you   over, 
Doctor,  and  introduce  you  to  your  hostess?  " 

Thank  you.  Good-I'U  go  at  once.  But  see 
here,  boy-why,  you're  grand."  he  exclaimed,  holding 
Rob  off  «  Why.  I'd  give  my  money  and  m;  Sunday 
coat  to  look  as  you  do.  Is  this  Rob  Hilton,  or  Saint 
Michael.  Saint  George,  and  Saint  Glory  stepping  out 
of  a  picture  frame?  Bless  you,  lad,  I'm  more  glad 
than  you  know  to  see  you  again." 

Rob  acknowledged  these  hearty  encomiums  but  dully. 
Wha  did  It  «U  signify  to  him?  Mary  was  indeed  for- 
ever lost  to  him.  When  he  came  back  to  his  own  meal 
he  heard  Bate  even  from  a  distance,  pursuing  a  harsh, 
bumptious,  brutal  discourse  with  -Mary. 

"See  here,  for  a  girl  that  sets  up  to  be  as  good  as 
you  be,  you  have  a  mighty  suspicious  lot  o'  men  hangin' 
round  ye.     I  wouldn't  put  on  sanctimony,  an'  then 
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act  like  the  deril,  ef  I  was  you.  Ye'd  better  be  hohest, 
t  least.  Who  was  that  cussid  old  dude  settin'  out  thar' 
on  the  porch  with  ye,  anyway?  I  wanted  ter  mow  out 
m  front  thar>,  an'  ye  had  ter  go  an'  plank  yerselves 
down  thar',  shameless  critturs." 

It  came  to  Rob,  in  a  hot  wave  of  recollection,  thi,  was 
the  bemg  with  whom  he  had  aimed  to  affiliate  on  first 
arriving  at  Power  Lot,  to  whom  he  had  appealed  for  a 
mutual  clandestine  procuring  of  the  drink  that  had 
been  a  curse  tr  them  both.  Shame  and  humiliation 
actuaUy  scorched  him  at  this  remembrance  of  the  devils 
which  had  so  vilely  possessed  him.  He  listened  trem- 
bling, too,  with  anger. 

«  Bate,"  said  Mary  very  cahnly,  "  if  you  ever  speak 
to  me  m  that  way  again,  I  will  appeal  to  Mrs.  Stafford, 
whom  you  have  more  reason  than  one  to  fear.  I  know 
that  you  are  hardly  responsible,  and  I  am  patient,  but 
you  must  be  decent,  do  you  hear  me?  " 

«  A  nice  sister  I  got,"  snarled  Bate.  «  Bad  herself 
an'^^schemin'  all  the  time  to  git  me  into  trouble." 

"  Oh,  but  how  I  have  worked  and  sacrificed  myself 
to  keep  you  out  of  trouble,"  eried  Mary  passionately, 
at  last,  "  and  you  malign  and  insult  me." 

"  Yer  can*t  prove  I  took  old  Byjo's  money,"  asserted 
Bate   stolidly,  but  Rob  detected  the  fear  in  his  tone; 
It's  yer  d— d  suspicions.     She  prob'ly  hid  it  away,' 
an   then  laid  the  loss  of  it  onto  other  folks." 

"We  won't  discuss  a  matter  of  which  we  both  thor- 
oughly understand  the  truth;  but  if  you  speak  brutally 
to  me  again,  I  will  appeal  to  her  to  let  you  suffer  the 
consequaices  from  which  we've  so  long  tried  to  shield 

you." 


SHE   OP    THE   WHIP-HAND  m 

l^'  '''!.\u^'!'  ^"^  ^'   ^-^  ""•"'kin'.  -^'eddLn » 

Through  the  half-opened  door  Rob,  unbelieving,  sa. 

k^tXn  fl  '"^^:'*"'"'  ""d  Bate  lay  stretched  on  the 
kitchen  floor  at  h.s  feet.  Before  he  could  stagger  up 
the  aveng,ng  hand  had  felled  him  again.  ^^      ^ 

her  ^Zb^V^tT'  """"'^  ^°"-y-  -"M  strike 

the^tie'torrirf:' '""  *  "-'^^  *'-'*  '«^  - 

.    "*''^-     Koo  lucked  it  fiercely  from  hi,  h»nJ        j 
-ing  a  rope  that  hung  fro.  a'nln  1  te  ::J  Zt 

'Z  'iZ  '''l^'^^^'^  --'^^'  ^^  tied  hL  ::  i  and 
fr  J.TT*'""'''  ^^^  ««'="««tions  were  hurled  at 
tho.^  both.     Mary  stood  by.  white  as  if  laid  1 1; 

hi:s":r;::iXs''si''z'"'"  f  .^"-  -'- 

over  to  him  where  he  lay  ^  ''  ""■"'  """^  ^^^^ 

th;!!lfr'"   ''"'   '"'^   "orrowfuDy,   "won't   you   try   to 
thmk  for  a  moment   how  I  haye  kept  you  >ree.  hTw  I 


*^8  POWER    LOT 

have  tried  to  help  you  always?  I  want  to  keep  you 
free  and  to  help  you  now;  but  you  must  not  lie  about 
people,  nor  abuse  and  strike  them.  You  will  promise 
not  to  do  that?  you  will  swear  by  the  memory  of  our 
poor  mother?     Oh,  Bate,  my  brother." 

The  pleading  in  her  voice  choked  her  utterance,  tears 
weUed  m  her  eyes  as  she  entreated  him.  Bate  gave  a 
long  angry  sneer. 

^  "^.'M'  f^  ^°^'  '•"  "P'  tightening  with  pain  a. 
he  watched  the  extremity  of  Mary's  grief,  he  also  under- 
taking to  plead,  for  her  sake,  «  I  couldn't  see  you  strike 
*«r;  sure,  you  would  have  killed  yourself  afterward  if 
you  had  done  such  a  thing.  Come,  promise  what  she 
asks,  for  your  own  sake.  I  will  untie  you.  Let's  be 
fnends,  let's  try  to  do  better,  let's  help  each  other  on. 
1  ve  a  quick  temper  myself,  I  know." 

Another  long  snort  of  scorn  from  Bate.     But  just  at 
this  moment  Mrs.  Byjo  stepped  in  briskly. 

Well,"  she  declared,  « if  a  good  appetite  is  a  com- 
fhmeat  to  a  provider,  my  boarder  has  set  me  up,  and 
no  mastake.  I  know  when  people  eat  to  be  polite,  and 
when  they  eat  because  they  want  to.  He  apologized 
once  or  twice.  '  Go  right  ahead,'  says  I,  '  I'm  as  able- 
bodied  at  the  miiin'  bowl  as  I  am  at  the  plow.'  He's 
finished,  at  last,  and  gone  off  gappin'  at  the  view.  You'd 
thmk  this  was  the  only  real  up-and-down,  helter-skelter, 
far-reachm'  piece  o'  lan'scape  on  the  sphere  by  the  way 
any  strange-comer  stan's  an'  opens  his  mouth  at  it- 
Why,  what's  the  matter?"  she  exclaimed,  discovering 
Bate  stretched  on  the  floor  in  a  dimming  comer  of  the 
room. 

"What  ye  been  doing,  Bate?"  she  questioned  the 
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wpine  one  with  paralyzing  force  of  directneii.  « I 
know.  Ye've  been  tryin'  to  abuse  somebody-to  harm 
and  hurt  somebody;  and  ye  promised  me  straight,  when 
■I  let  ye  off,  ye  promised  me  ye  wouldn't." 

Mrs.  Byjo  usually  carried  her  whip  with  her.  She 
had  It  now,  and  she  brought  the  lash  around  with  a 
sharp  crack. 

"  'Fraid  to  let  him  up,  are  you,  Mary  and  Rob?  " 
she  jnquired  staunchly;  "well,  /  ain't  afraid  to  let  him 
up.  She  stepped  bravely  forth  and  untied  the  knots 
that  bound  him,  then  she  swung  back  and  ga.-e  her 
^sh  a  clear  and  resounding  snap  in  the  air,  as  it  were, 
by  way  of  experiment.     Bate  did  not  stir. 

«  Get  up,  by  Jo,"  she  commanded  him,  with  the  utmost 
cheerfulness,  "or  I'U  thrash  ye  layin'  down." 

To  the  astonishment  of  Mary  and  Rob,  Bate  rose 
to  his  feet,  the  whole  contour  of  his  fa,  and  shoulders 
bemg  that  of  sheepish  obedience. 

"Now,  do  ye  promise,"  she  adjured  him,  "and 
promise  to  keep,  this  time?  Sw'ar  it  then,  sw'ar  it  by 
the  knockin's  over  at  Spook  House.  Disobey  them,  and 
see  what'U  come  to  ye." 

Bate,  very  pale,  nodded  a  subdued  acquiescence,  "I 
sw'ar." 

«  There's  such  folks  as  Bate  in  this  world,"  continued 
Mrs.  Byjo,  lapsing  from  the  sterner  measures  of  her 
course  to  philosophize  frankly  and  helpfully  in  the 
downcast  face  of  her  pupil.  «  Some  says  there's  not. 
borne  talk  about  everlastin'  lovin'-kindness  and  patience- 
and  you've  showed  it,  Mary  Stingaree.  You've  showed 
it  to  Bate  Stingaree." 

She  pointed  the  ha.id]e  of  her  whip  from  one  to  the 
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other  a<  a  .imple  and  emphatic  manner  of  elucidating 
her  theme.  " 

,  "  ^"r'T*"*  ^"t*  Stingaree  needs,  it  appears,  ain't 
lovm-kmdness,  for  it's  been  tried  on  him,  and  he  ain't 
got  sense  enough  to  know  it  when  he  sees  it;  he  thinks 
lovin  -kindness  is  a  coward  and  afraid  of  him.  What 
Bate  Stingaree  needs  and  admires,  by  Jo,  is  the  whip." 
She  gaye  hers  another  sonorous  free-hearted  crack  in 
the  air. 

"Bate  Stingaree's  got  to  be  bom  again,  like  the  man 
up  the  tree,  't  the  piinisters  preach  about.  I've  got  my 
opinions,  and  I  believe  he'll  have  his  chrr<v,  and  ef  not 
m  this  world  then  in  some  worW  he  tdU  git  bom  again 
till  he  turns  out  decent.  Meanwhiles  what  he  needs 
an  asks  for  in  his  very  soul,  poor  feller,  is  the  whip. 
And,  Bate,"  she  addei  with  perfect  friendliness  of  sym- 
pathy, "IVe  got  some  for  ye,  whenever  ye  feel  a 
hankerin'  after  it,  and  bear  you  well  in  mind,  young 
feUer,  I've  got  the  whip-hand  o'  ye." 


.r^f 


CHAPTER  XVI 

KM.    PIOCTY   OF   PBOr-rr'l   NECK 

It  w«.  Rob's  custom  to  work  in  the  long,  long  twilight 

^.1  T'-  !"■"  '"  °'  ''"'  ''"'^^  ">  t«"  he  n-ade 
another  day.  Thi,  evening  he  did  not  change  once 
".ore  into  h.s  old  clothes  and  go  into  the  field ;  his  heart 
was  too  restless.  Doctor  Margate  would  soon  appear 
for  another  chat  with  Mary,  and  he,  Rob,  would  be  in 
the  way.  Bate  had  devoured  his  supper  contemptuously 
and  gone  the  way  of  the  River.  Rob  sought  to  stiil 
the  tumult  m  his  brain  by  a  solitary  stroll  of  his  own 
aiong  the  heights. 

Passing  through  the  dooryard  he  espied  the  astound- 
mg  vjs.on   of  a   choice-an   especially   choice-<:igar 
lying  m  the  grass.  He  hesitated  a  moment,  then  stooped 
and  picked  it  up;  it  was  one  that  had  been  quenched 
ahnost  as  soon  as  lighted,  gaUantly  tossed  away  by  the 
doctor  when  he  had  first  met  Mary  on  the  porch.    Rob 
observed  how  intact  it  was,  put  it  sweetly  to  his  nostrils  • 
ail,  no  molasses  and  ginger  in  this  product.     He  made 
a  mouthpiece  of  a  bit  of  paper,  inserted  the  cigar,  and 
puflTed  rapturously  as  he  tramped  on.     Velvet  reclining 
chairs,  blazing  chandeliers,  soft-footed  attendants,  the 
chnk  of  iced  champagne-aU  swayed  his  senses  once 
more  m  seductive  memory,  with  the  fumes  of  that  deli- 
cious cigar.     A  hearty  voice  broke  the  spell 

'  Hold  on,  Rob,  I  can't  keep  up  with  you."    Doctor 
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Margate  overtook  him.  breathing  rather  heavily,  .n,! 
laid  a  hand  on  Rob'i  ahoulder. 

"  Ah,  my  boy,  not  lo  very  long  ago  you  could  not 
keep  up  with  me.  And,  now— but  even  in  my  heyday 
I  had  not  your  physique.  Ah,  but  you're  to  be  envied— 
envied."  The  doctor  ipoke  with  exuberant  frankncs., 
hi»  hand  itill  resting  on  Rob's  shoulder. 

"  That "— thoug!it  Rob— «  is  his  considerate  way  of 
appearing  not  to  have  noticed  the  fact  that  I'm  smok- 
ing his  discarded  cigar."  It  was  such  a  bald  confession 
of  penury,  of  classical  bcggardom,  of  hopeless,  weary, 
utter  resignation,  to  smoke  a  cigar  that  one  has 
picked  up  in  the  yard.  Rob's  face  had  been  dyed  with 
blushes.  But  after  the  first  hot  wave,  despair  make, 
a  man  fearless  and  bold;  and  he  said: 

"  You  are  the  one  to  be  envied.  Doctor  Margate— if 
you  are  engaged  to  Mary  Stingaree." 

"But  I'm  not,  Rob.  Let's  walk  on  a  little.  lam 
not.    I  asked  her,  but  she  would  not  have  me." 

Rob  said  nothing.  Wonder,  infinite  relief,  the  pang 
of  hopeless  love  on  his  own  part,  pity  and  a  sudden  mood 
of  vabant  championship  for  the  doctor;  all  these 
possessed  him. 

"  Life  is  no  tangle  here,  is  it,  Rob?  "  said  the  great 

man,  looking  away  to  the  scene  spread  before  them. 

Plain  toil,  plain  struggle,  the  river,  the  basin,  then 

T  ?"'™  °"'  ^'^'^  °"*  yonder;— what  is  that  passage 
there?    What  do  you  caU  it? "  r       a 

"  The  Gut." 

"  Aye,  out  through  the  Gut  at  last,  into  the  open— 
and.  faith,  but  God  works  well.  We'U  believe  that, 
though  the  cup  we  long  for  gets  dashed  from  our  lip,  » 
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He  .too.1  with  bnrcd  hc.d.  .nd  .cemcd  to  forget  where 

head  ,.,.d  rapt  face.     It  appeared  that  R„b  hh„,e!fT.^ 
.ce,„K  v..,on,.     The  K«..d^  tin.I  of  the  ciRar  lad  n  at 

3"  "".'""«•"«"  '«"»'«^  through  hi,  ,en,e,  with 

clear  to  h™    .„  thi,  instant  ;_a„d  life  „„.  ^'^t  „,",J^ 
-nd  death  wa.  not  „.uch,  but  only  to  p,a,  true,  that 

Rolrt;"'""  '"'"^  '""  »  ^-"^  '^-''  I  •uPPo.e. 
^^  Rob  woke  from  hi,  trance  and  ™et  the  doctor  face 

hoZwT'"^?'  '"'"""y-  '  """  ''""""bc'  -till 
how  mjr  father  u,ed  to  talk  about  you.  But  I've  writ*^. 
.o«  and  „eeived  any  an,wef.  and  iVZlZl 

•tand.  It  «  very  strange,  it  seem,  to  me,  that  a  fortune 
-uch  a,  ^y  father  left  should  go  to  the  dog,  ,o  l" 

ter  ?     I,  not  there  anyth.ng  to  be  saved  out  of  it  ?  " 
Oh,  a  great  deal  to  be  saved— a  great  deal    H„h 

to    and  find  out  for  yourself  whether  those  who  have 
the  stewardship  have  been  faithful." 

Rob  ga,ped.  Hi,  own  revulsion  of  feeling  staggered 
h.ra  Mary-never  to  see  her  more.  Mary-S^ 
^e^house  with  Bate,  unprotected.     The  sea.'th;     nd^ 

Zl^T  T:^  *°''^*''^  '"y  -'  •'^  bre^thed.  all 
seemed  dear  to  h.m  of  a  ..dden,  and  he  sk.         ™^ 

«vely.  ahnost  fiercely,  words  strange  to  '   ,  „w.     T 
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"  I  don't  want  to  go  back,"  he  laid. 
"I  understand,  Rob.    I  would  not  go  back   yet,  it 
I  were  you." 

So  absorbed  were  the  two  in  their  own  thoughts 
they  did  not  realize  that  they  were  passing  Caroline 
Treet's  house.  She,  however,  had  heard  of  the  cele- 
brated man's  arrival  at  Power  Lot;  and  Rob  saw  her 
standing  in  her  own  porch  door  and  beckoning  with  a 
black  kid-gloved  hand. 

" Look  out,  she's  got  on  her  black  kid  gloves;  she's 
gomg  to  make,  a  set  at  you.  Doctor,"  he  murmured 
low. 

"  She— who?  You  amaze  me— that  so  handsome  a 
woman  should  be  put  to  it  to  pluck  adorers  from  a 
foreign  tree.    Who  is  she?  " 

"Come  in,"  called  Caroline  smoothly;  "friends 
known  and  unknown,  come  right  into  the  Room." 

For,  at  Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  they  called  the 
parlor  or  place  of  state  simply  the  Room,  and  to  enter 
It  was,  in  itself,  to  fuMU  the  holiest  of  social  obliga- 
tions. Not  every  family  had  a  «  room,"  but  as  for 
Caroline  Treet,  hers  contained  more  bouquets  from  the 
grass  of  .forgotten  harvests,  and  mortuary  wreaths 
under  arched  glass,  and  portraits,  framed  in  sea-spoil, 
of  those  gone  before,  than,  perhaps,  any  other  house 
m  Power  Lot,  and  though  she  was  considered  every- 
where as  more  of  a  kind-hearted  than  a  vain  woman, 
yet  she  could  not  quite  banish  from  her  manner,  espe- 
ciaUy  when  in  the  very  presence  of  these  relics,  a 
certam  palmy  and  serene  consciousness  of  elegance. 

"Be  pleased  to  seat  yourselves,  friends  known  and 
nnknown."    Caroline  repeated  the  happy  phrase  with  a 
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soft  emphasis  on  the  «  unknown."  and  the  doctor's  heart 
n^ght  be  supposed  to  thrill;  but  he  had  a  less  senti- 
mental emergency  to  reckon  with,  for  the  "room"  be- 
ing shut  dark,  and  his  glasses  in  his  vest  pocket,  he  sat 
down  hopefully  on  what  proved  to  be  a  ve,.;  stou 
woman,  who  repudiated  him  with  the  angry  lash  of  her 
arms  and  a  scream  of  unflattering  disgusl 

"May  God  forgive  me,"  drawled  Caroline,  at  once 
lettmg  ,n  some  hght  through  a  shutter;  "  fade  as  fade 
may,  let's  see  what's  going  on  here  amongst  ourselves." 
On  Ascovenng  the  doctor  standing  dismayed  and 
"-movable  m  the  safe  center  of  the  room,  she  sought 
tc.rea.ure  h.m  through  the  methods  of  a  formal  pt 

Neck."  "'  '°*"^""  ^°"  *"  **"'  ^"""^^  °^  P^-ty'" 
Mrs.  Prouty  of  Prouty's  Neck  observed  the  doctor's 
W  and  remorseful  bow  without  much  concern  either 
way.  Her  mmd,  it  was  plain,  was  absorbed  in  another 
gnevance.  The  light  through  the  shutters  revealed 
aJso  two  boys  respectively  seven  and  eight  years  of  age. 
their  faces  likewise  distorted  with  misery 

"They  been  talkin'  all  winter  an'  all  spring  about 
comm'  over  to  the  Baptis'  '  cherry-camivaL'^^an'  I  mado 
;em  some  decent  clo's,  the  Lord  knows  how,  an'  fetXd 
em  over   an'  paid  fifteen  cents  apiece  for  'em,  like  all 

Ir  .,?""  ^"^-^'^-^^  ''"'  t«kin'-on  that's  nearly 

mother-"  them  little  sneaks  pimped  up  all  of  a  sLen 
without  no  wamin',  like  a  colicky  hummin'  bird,  an' 
never  et  five  cents  worth,  the  two  on  'em  together." 
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«  We  thought  ag  how  there'd  be  cherries  lo~a  cherry 
camwal.'.  complained  the  older  boy  ,o„dly,  taW 
courage  from  the  extended   dimensions   of  L  .ut 

"An'  when  it  was  explained  to  you  that  this  wan't  the 
bearm'-year  Pr  cherries,  you  little  slouches  put  yer- 
selvesm  rebellion  ag-in  the  Lorf  on  high,  'steal  o'  con- 
d^mentm'  down  all  the  good  vittles  ye  did  hoi^L  he 
rest  on  us  with  sweet  pickles  an'  be  thankful." 

th.h-^'f"'  ^^'^  8^^  "•"  ^*»'*  »'«V'  declared 
the  boy,  ,„  to^es  of  cold  and  resentful  recoUection. 
^^  Hear  to  fem!  »  cried  the  exasperated  Mrs.  Prouty. 

thar' "tow"'  t  "r  ^"""^ '"  "■"'* '"  '^'^y'^y  ^^ 

Sl'er'sTflf  "^  ""^''''  '"^«  '*-«^  *»  '"^^ 

wii7hiro'"y^*;;rrthrh"'°^^^^ 

Christian  dainties^afot:::.wir^\7:em'r-  ^ 
I  wan't  afraid,"  mainUined  the  elder.     « I  tasted 
onto  ev'ry  kind  o'  pie  an'  cake  the'  was." 
"An'  why  didn't  ye  eat  'em?" 

"  tW  wi'  ■'"f^^"^'  '^*°"*  ""^  "•''^  reservations, 
they  ta  ted  jest  Lke  your  ha'r  fle  ^Us.  Ma." 

b'ar'rTub."'  '  ™*''*'^  '^'^^'  •P''^"'  ^°"  '^"'^  '^W 
"I  can't  help  that,  Ma,"  he  answered,  having  now 
gro^qmte  bold;  «it  makes  me  want  ter  ;omick.^ 

Wal ,  when  an  air  of  wind  comes  up  vour  father  '11 

be  over  to  sa,l  us  home,  an'  thar"  you'S  stay  fr  <S  o' 

any  carnival  you'U  ever  go  to  ag'in."  '     '  ^  " 

The  boy,  now  verging  on  the  bounds  of  the  «  saucy  " 

was  about  to  express,  to  his  mother's  wrath,  ^^'I:,, 
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literally,  nor  realized  the  depth  of  ™fh  '^/v."^  '"'" 
man's  confession;  "but  for  ie  /  ^  t  r.'"  '^'  «"^''* 
eherr,-beari„,  ^ar.'^l'l^  ^  l^'^j  ^  » 
many  mo«>  cherries.  But  like  little  t  t  *^^*" 
bread  and  meat  t„  .  t  i  ^•''^  "'"'  P"^*"- 

reward    and  T       t  '  '""''  «°°^  "«'''«  Reserves  its 

reward,  and  I  w»h  your  good  mother  would  take  this 

rational  and  .massuming  level  wTh  tC  7°  " 

any  situation.  ''^  "^""8  ""^^  "f 

«  A  few  minutes  ago."  replied  Mrs.  Prouty,  « I  reallv 

about  old  man  Trawles?  »  ^  '''*' 
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The  question  was  so  uncompromisingly  put  it  reflected 
the  terrors  of  a.  court  of  law,  and  the  whole  company 
appeared  startled. 
Bzcept  Caroline. 

"  Oh  my,  ya-as,  what's  this  I  hear,  an'  what's  that 
I  hear?  "  she  murmured  discursively.  «  Somebody  on 
eVry  hand  is  alius  hearin'  somethin'.  The  neighbors 
drops  in  here  often,  an'  alius  welcome  received  an'  their 
yarns  listened  to,  whatsoever.  Cap'n  Belcher  was 
passin'  this  momin'  an'  reeled  me  off  a  yam,  that,  ef 
it's  true,  some  f»lks  in  an'  around'  Power  Lot,  God  Help 
Us,  is  ignorant  enough  to  need  missionaries  sent  to  'em, 
an'  no  more  so  amongst  them  that  fries  in  the  sun 
naked  on  the  isles  o'  the  sea.    What  think  you?  " 

They  were  all  too  interested  to  push  their  inquiries 
further  than  by  the  appeal  of  open  mouths.  Only  the 
doctor  said   kindly : 

"  What  was  his  yam?  " 

Caroline  blushed;  her  attitude  toward  the  doctor 
seemed  to  be  eminently  that  of  approval,  and  the  rest 
realized  that  for  all  practical  purposes  her  audience 
was  an  audience  of  one. 

"  You  don't  know  old  Tim  Tibbits,  't  's  kind  o'  half 
baked— in  the  line  o'  bein'  silly,  I  mean— an'  aUus 
aroun'  in  the  woods  huntin*?  " 

"Not  yet,"  replied  the  doctor  earnestly;  "I  do  not 
know  him  yet," 

"WaP,  perhaps  you  won't  be  so  anxious  to  make 
his  acquaintance  after  you  hear  what  was  told  to  me. 
Cap'n  Belcher  swore  it  was  true  in  ev'ry  line  an'  prccep' 
of  it,  an'  I  leave  him  to  his  Judge,  only  tellin'  of  it  as 
he  told  me.    'T  seems,  one  o'  these  'crc  ruligious  agents. 
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Church  o'  Engknd  this  one  mint  V  been— wal',  he  lit 
onto  this  region,  prospectin'  around,  with  his  arms 
f uU  o  prayer  an'  hymnal  books ;  an*  what  should  he  do, 
to  get  a  sample  o'  the  folks  'round  here,  but  run  afoul, 
first  thing,  o'  old  Tim  Tibbits  hailin'  out  o'  the  bresh 
with  his  gun  slung  over  his  shoulder. 

" '  Good-momin',  sir,'  says  the  man,  to  Tim;  «are 
there  any  'Piscopalians  round  here?'  says  he;  «an' 
whar',  ef  you  please,  be  they,  sir? '  says  he. 

"  "Piscopalians? '  says  old  Tim  Tibbits— who's  aUus 
got  to  be  good-natered  an'  oblige  everybody,  whether 
he  knows  what  they  mean  or  not.  '  'Piscopalians?- 
wal',  now  I  think  on  it,'  says  he,  scratchin'  his  old  fool 
of  a  head,  'I  did  see  somethin'  queer  over  thar'  by  the 
aidge  o'  Fin'ly'g  woods  this  ./.omin','  says  he,  'but  I 
didn't  fire.  Yes,'  say^  , « now  I  think  on  it,  that  must 
a  been  it,'  says  he,  grinned  at  him  aU  over  in  his 
obhgin'  way;  '  but  I  was  goin'  down  to  the  store  to  sell 
my  skunks'  fur,  an'  I  never  stopped  to  fire,'  says  he; 
'  why,  do  you  want  one? '  says  he. 

"  '  No,'  says  the  man  an'  walked  on,  an'  wobbled  his 
coat  tail,  direc'  right  out  o'  sight  an'  hearin'  o'  the 
whole  place,  never  stoppin'  to  exchange  a  word  with 
somebody  't  was  more  'n  half-witted,  so  as  to  get  a  better 
sample;  but  lit  right  out;  an'  how  he'll  spread  it  'round 
about  us  here,  only  the  Lord  knows;  but  as  for  me  I 
consider  that  our  luck  was  poor,  an'  the  sample,  so  fur 
as  I  have  any  feelin's,  one  that  I  should  never  have 
selected  to  have  myself  spread  abroad  by." 

"  Them  that  is  ignorant  won't  have  it  laid  to  their 

charge,"  said  Mrs.  Prouty  of  Prouty's  Neck,  solemnlv. 

I  s'pose  not,"  said  Caroline,  "but  I'd  r»ther  have 
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somethin'  charged  up  ag-in  me,  and  not  be  quite  u> 
•imple,  I  believe."  ^         *° 

f.^  ;^u-  ^  ,  "'""^  *•'"''  ^''^  Neck   a  speU  ago- 

«n  talkin'  o'  samples,  Car-line,  I  doubt  ef  hVtoira 
much  better  one  off  u,.  an'  ef  ,ou  got  spread  a^und 
for  your  innercence  we're  likely  spread  fur  an'  wide 

W12II,   an    askin'  of  him,   'Have  you   giv'   yourself 

hTp."""  'r  '""°  ""  -*'-  "  -«°-  to  do  my 
"  Bad  as  that  is,"  said  Caroline,  surveying  the  ri«d 

and  folding  her  own  gloved  hands  elegantly;  « the's 
someWun'  cuter  about  it.  after  aU,  than  th/i^  in  tl 
sample  we've  gone  out  by." 

"How  long  ye  goin'  to  stay  to  Virginny's?"  Mrs 
Prouty  mquired  of  Doctor  Margate,  in  her  severely 
»qms,tonal  tone,  turning  to  h™  without  other  wamTn^ 
n»mr  f  "i.-    r*     •  **"""=  ""acquainted  with  the  fizft 

.nZt  b  ;  '"f  ^-M-  B^J— «  at  a  loss  for  an 
instant,  but  made  answer: 

Maybe  It's  as  weU,"  said  Mrs.  Prouty  without 
further  explanation ;  but  Caroline  knew  that  sh'e  ^Z^ 
«  this  discreet  way  to  the  potency  of  her  (Caroline's) 

vexed  thereby  nor  did  she  preen  herself  with  vanity 
bu^  remained  as  ever  the  serene  queen  of  her  own  TrZ'- 

"Mary   Stingar«.'s  a  girl,"  she  murmured   oppor- 
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tunely.  "that,  ef  you  can't  respec'  her  then  who  can 
you  respec'?  " 

intl'ih  "rP^^y  *"™^'>  theiP  thought  of  one  accord 
into  the  trend  of  Caroline",  leading,  aave  Mrs.  Prouty. 
who  leaped  regardless  to  a  conclusion  out  of  sight: 

You  done  mighty  poorly,  Robert  Hilton,"  she  said, 
tong  her  inflexible  gaze  on  poor  Rob.  "From  aU 
we  hear  to  Prouty's  Neck,  yeVe  let  them  Tec^bo,  scoop 

trdJULV^'''^'"'*^'"'^"'"*'"'"'"'^-"*" 
untmged  by  condolence,  Rob.  having  no  defense  pre- 

Doctor  Margate  fixed  the  redoubtable  Mrs.  Prouty  with 
a^  un&nchmg  eye  of  his  own;  so  great  was  the  kind- 
ness of  his  expression,  however,  she  forbore,  for  the 

STo^speecr"*'  '"  "'"  ''-^"'-  '-^  '"^^ 
"Madam,"  he  said,  "pardon  me  for  regarding  you 
with  so  persistent  a  looL  I  am  trying  to  pla.^  you 
among  some  members  of  royalty  whom  it  was  my  good 
fortune  to  see  when  I  was  last  abroad.  It  I  a 
resemblance  more  than  striking,  it  is  phenomenal." 
•  ,  ^""J^*""^'  '«■"  °^«J  up.  Doctor  MagguV 
interposed  the  indissolubly  tranquil  and  sweet  ton^of 
Carohne  Treet;  "that's  Virginny  StaiFord  you're 
thinkin    of,not    Mis'   Prouty.     Mis'   Prouty's    folk. 

teU  on."  '"'"^'   ""   ""    '^'^   ^^'^ 

"  The  most  that  can  be  said  for  'em,  on  the  Prouty 

side,  anyway  "  assented  Mrs.  Prouty,  in  full  confimj 

tion  of  Carohne's  words,  "is,  that  they  was  a  vary 
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conceal  when  all  £.„"?£;  t"'  T'^  ''"""''  ' 

^b  Prouty,  n,^  h„.ba„<?,  ;.Th  d  B,  °  ^  '^"''  °' 

Car'line'g  husban'.   f.*k       .t       '  ^''tmur  Treet, 

-ienceW:LXit;il^t:^  *''-\'-"  -^ 

«-ne::;::Sen2:c^:^----^^^ 

no  outlet,  «n'  JphIZ,  "°     ^^^  "'  '*  ''»'  *%  hadn't 
'arth  that  thJT^Tr,      T      T  ""'  *^»''  "-«'  'he 

up  w.h  the^  e.Ha,tin.  pr,V  a^^pL^-J,;:^  -  P^ 

inde^-rephedJIdL"""'*/"*'"   *°  '^  *''»'^»' 
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Pr„„»„  »  .7" '*''^*'-  -^"  "■"men  air  not  like  you,  Mis' 
Prou  y,'  .a,d  Caroline,  with  a  look  of  the  La;ttful 
chng,n^v,„e  sort  toward  the  ad™iHng  doclr-"  bu 

I  tafe  upw  L"^       't^'  ''""  """  °'  *•-*  ''■"'^  that,  ef 

to  say  for  bem'  seafarin-  he  went  by  way  o>  water  but 
-/ore  God  in  his  wisderm  took  hi™,  I  leale^  o^to  1^^ 
whenever  he  was  i„  port,  that  is  » 

"Git  out  o'  here,"  Mrs.  Prouty  suddenly  comnanded 
her  two  boys  gravely,  « an>  see  ef  there's  aHrl^ 

her  knowledge  or  approval. 

takl^a?  '""""'  J"d8™-t,»  said  CaroKne,  who  had 
taken    an    occasional    outlook    through    the    shutters 
they've  made  tracks  for  home  along  stre.    I've  rS 
boys,  and  I  know  their  wavs     Th«,^M  u     / 
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Nrk"i;?l:wl\"  ^/^^^yx^  over  to  P«.„t,.. 
mecic.      She  ihook  handi  all  'round  »  !f  .     i  ^ 

•nitment   of   f.te   hung  ^Tl    •  ^  ^  T  """■ 
pwsent  *  •'"y   individual   there 

"  I  feel  pleased  to  think  ye  dum'  fl..  k-ii  » 
C«oli„e  a..ured  her;  "X  i  til  '*.""''" 

"ooner  the  better."  '"•""*•  "«^  ^^e 

jHe  wojid':!?",:-:?  :rs  1 1^^ 

dMign.  to  better  thing.  flirtatiou. 

^  Hob  and  the.doctor  .l.o  n»de  their  exi't  from  the 

^te  »mT'-^  ^  '  ""^  *••*  '^~*<"  to  Rob  at  the 
««e.  Mary  ha.  refused  me,  and  Mr.  St«ff„,w  T! 
not  want  me,  anywav   hnf  m       n         ''*"*^°"'  '^ould 

«JwJ°"t*    '"'^•''    ~°*'""'^    the    doctor    «avelv 

.t«dt'th'ertT  'r  ^t^"*"*^  ^-  ^-'^  - 

impending  when  v„,f /ii  /  *  '"'"'  "''"*  ^"s 

»iTf  thf.et:ck'°i^,'^„:i'"^^*j»^^^^^  ^'■^  '-'<'- 

»«lon.  of  old  and  1„^    •         ^^^^^^°°^'^-  The 

-bsorbingal'arlX^Ta:^"-^^^^^^^^  .^^^  ""*  - 
Marjr  and  Mrs   sSnZ'    \T  *°'"*  '""''^  *"  "'*  '^th 
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.nd  touched  tl?;?:;:;^^*^^';''.--^  ""^ 
»ati,faction  was  in  n„l..  '^   ,  "7     "*  <*rt«in  p.que  of 

troduced  the  d:wrc  r«  to^t^^^^  ''''  '"- 

they-h.ve  you,    and   of  .„!!;  Te  I'lf"""'  '"'' 

The  last  low  words  e.ca2  rI  *''\'""«^'"" » 

•mxling,  ^  ""^  "  ''«  marched  on, 
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iXIPPU'l     WIFI    AKD     BROOr 

Rob  could  .mile,  for  though  Mary  Stingare.  wa.  out  of 
m.  reach,  no  one  eI.o  had  won  her;  even  the  celebrated 
Margate  had  come  a-courting  in  rain.  Sordid  life  had 
bound  h.„,  ^d  ho  wa.  a  fighter  of  heart.,  but  now  for 
a  httle  .pace  he  roamed  kingdom-fwe  in  hi,  own 
imaginmg..       ,  "«   own 

A  little  old  woman  standing  on  the  top  rail  of  a 
picket  fence,  her  wrinkled  face  young  with  good  fellow- 
ship gathermg  lilacs  of  the  choicest  out  of  the  reach 
of  the  common  l^rd  in  honor  of  hi.  approach-thi. 
met  his  eye,  and  he  rushed  to  her. 

"But,  Mother  Skipper."  he  gasped,  taking  her  in 
has  arm.,  you  must  not,  you  might  frJl."  He  put 
her  tenderly  down  to  earth.  Her  arms  were  full  of 
rare  bunches  of  lilacs,  and  she  did  not  care.  «  Pooh  " 
.he  remarked,  "I'm, ;,ry.»  ~*' 

h.!dT\?''!f'/**'"«^  "P  '^'  "'"-'"'««?  »«"  at 
nand,  laughed  mdulgently. 

"You,  Rob  Hilton,"  he  exclaimed,  "runnin'  an'  hug^ 
g">  a  ga  1,  jest  as  soon  a.  ye  clap  eyes  on  her.  Me,  aU 
ove^-what  I  use-  ter  be  afore  rheumatiz  got  hoH 

«  I  know  it,"  Rob  answered,  «  but  what  are  you  going 
to  do  when  some  are  so  handsome  you  can't  help  your 

:^z:^'Cr  "^^^-"  ''^^  ^-'^  ^^-^-^ 
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"Lwid  Mice,  alive,"  wid  Mri.  Skipper,  with  pleai- 
•nt  diigwt,  "  ef  you  two  don't  make  a  pair." 

"Spry!"  echoed  Skipper  wistfully;  "why,  Pm 
oghty,  and  when  the  rheumatii  ain't  on  me  I  c'n  jump 
up,  yit,  an'  hit  my  heel,  tergethc-  three  times  'fore  I 
tetch  to  'arth." 

"The  last  time's  gittin'  to  sound  kind  o'  faint, 
though,  Skipper,"  said  his  wife,  with  conscientious 
uteralness. 

"  Mebby  you're  gitUn'  a  little  deef  ?  " 
"No,  I'm  extry  gr.M  o'  hearin',  a.  you  know  well 
Skipper.  How  much  could  you  hear  with  the  wads  o' 
cotton-battin  that  I'  got  stuffed  inter  my  ears?  Whilst 
to  me  the  sound  only  comes  pleasantei--it's  too  loud 
when  I  don't  have  my  wads  in." 

Skipper  admitted  the  truth  of  this  with  a  look  of 
proud  confirmation  directed  toward  Rob. 

Somebody  a-preachin'  to  the  River  spUt  her  ear- 
drums with  his  chantey,"  he  explained,  «  and  she's  wore 
them  breakwaters  in  her  ears  ever  sence." 

•'It  wa'n't  his  chantey.  Skipper;  'twas  his  prayin'." 
"  Chantey  or  prayin',  what's  the  odds?    he  stunted 
ye  with  his  racket,"  mildly  continued  Skipper,  in  fuU 
explanation. 

"  He  done  it  to  alarm  souls,"  proceeded  Mrs.  Skipper, 
m  grave  extenuation  of  the  offense  which  had  smitten 
her  own  acute  sense  so  grievously;  «  an'  some  there  was 
that  needed  it  "-^he  regarded  Skipper  contemplatively 
—never  accusingly—"  but  they  was  not  there.  Only 
them  was  there  that  had  been  alarmed  long  ago  and 
got  all  settled  down  after  it,  and  the  wrong  way  was 
took  with  'em;  all  that  was  there  feit  it." 
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"  She  ain't  been  down  to  meet'n  sence  »  «M  BL- 
.n  .tone  of  great  ^.If-congratuLZ"'    "'  ^'"'""' 

what  I  ever  did  or  tJ..  *''^ / «''^'''  day  stricter  'n 
meetin'.  I  si  ,oL  t  T  .  ""  *''"*  ^  ^^  '" 
beach  last  SuSar^/nid  T'  "°""'^  °°  ^''^ 
o'  .ech  a  <iessicftirn/';;1„l''r -^.*f  ^^"^ 
folks,  an'  ef  we  W„„.t  k  '  meetin'-gomg 

nothin'  couSflT        "     '°^'  «"'"  *"•  »'">'  there's 
beachVr  Sth^i^r  ^'^''"^'  --^  -  «•« 

shotLl"  S^"  '"'1^  °'  "   ^"^^y  "°*fe  along 
More,  and  Skipper,  who  stole   on  that  d«,  „<•  3 

an'  ^t'  «' r"*r'°  '"'  ''^'"''  •""*  -'  *">»>.  *-b 

■"'    oeai,  an    sometimes  roll  Rn'  t«..  >•      -j  c, . 

^^ -^.^ect^d  ;;eS:^--;- 

wgJit,    said  Skipper,  his  exceeding  young 
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and  beautiful  eyes  wandering  with  a  wild  plaintivenes. 
toward  the  horizon  of  mingled  sea  and  sky. 

"  Ye  never  felt  so  much  as  yer  conscience  vexic'  of 
ye.  Skipper  but  what  ye'd  wake  me  up  an'  start  me  for 
the  camfire  bottle.  But  women  is  better  sufferers  'n 
men,  as  all  the  worl'  knows." 

"She  took  on  dretful,  dretful,  when  our  only  darter 
died  said  Skipper  to  Rob  meaningly ;  «  we  was  af  eard 
she  d  lose  her  reason.  Wal',  wal',»  he  went  on  tenderly 
withdrawmg  his  eyes  from  Mrs.  Skipper"  downcast 
face  "I've  had  ter  do  it,  Rob.  Come  the  season,  I 
couldn't  Stan'  it  no  longer.  I've  got  me  a  boat  and  I've 
been  a-painting  an'  ballas'in'  of  her." 

"He's  too  old,"  said  Mrs.  Skipper,  a  still  deeper 
gloom  enshadowing  her  countenance  as  she  shook  her 
head. 

"  Old  'r  young,  I  know  how  ter  manage  a  boat,  an'  I 
couldn't  Stan'  it  no  longer,-a  man  't  's  been  the  dog 
I  ve  been  on  the  water!  I've  got  my  trawl  geared  up 
with  a  thousand  hooks,  an'  I'm  goin'  ter  bait  'em  next 
Monday  an'  make  out  through  the  Gut  ag'in." 

"  It's  in  his  blood,  an'  nothin'  '11  rest  him  of  it  tell  he 
heaves  up  his  las'  sigh.  His  father  an'  his  gran'father 
was  skippers  afore  him.  Wal',  ef  that's  the  way  he  is 
to  go,  why,  so  it  must  be." 

"  Do  ye  know  o'  any  other  way  to  git  to  the  fishin' 
grounds?"  inquired  the  old  skipper  of  his  wife,  in  all 
simplicity,  lifting  eyes  of  skyey  candor  from  a  weather^ 
beaten  countenance. 

"  I  meant  something  else,"  she  said  significantly  and 
solemnly.  «  Ye  know  I  wouldn't  feel  so  bad  about  it  ef 
ye'd  only  been  dipped." 
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be  salt,  an   enough  of  it."  cried  the  innocent  old  sea- 
Jog    buoyantly.     "Let  alone  o'  the  mux  in  that  ol' 
Bapt..  tank.  Mother,  an'  le'.  take  the  water  wltevl 
way  God  A'mighty's  mind  ter  send  it." 
Rob  gave  his  helpless  giggle 

••  m""  fir''"";  '"^^  l'""'^  "P  •  «'««.  indulgently. 
Wal ,  anyways."  she  said,  « I  beheve  't  Grace  We 

It  was  plain  that  she  had  no  intention  of  puttinir  out  on 
any  sea   celestial  or  terrestrial,  without  h'er  S^pt. 

"don't  vefT"'""  *'"*  "•°"  "'  P'"^"""    kW: 
dont  ye  fret  no  more  about  it.  Mother.     Ain't  ye 

gom'  ter  treat  Rob  to  some  buttermilk?  "  ^ 

Rob  w«,  still  a  famous  drinker,  according  to  his  new 

■ghts.     Spnng  water,  milk,  buttermilk.  Ill  was  Z 

that  came  to  his  net;  and  the  depth  of  th    ^LgZ  waj 

mamly  determined  by  the  copiousnes.  of  the  SLZ 

Mrs.  Skipper,  looking  up  as  at  the  splendid  throat  of 

-Comelnttf'  IT"  *''  P"'^''^'  °'  ""^ 
.fn  ,  .  I  «"*"*f'"  '^'  continued,  giving  out 
graefully  to  the  utmost  of  her  hospitalityf «  JssL 
what  we  can  do  for  ye  there.  I.ayiock.  is  purty  bu" 
the^.  kind  o.  common;  they  ain't'^ke  garC^ 

thl^'\K'"."P.P"*^'  ^°*''"'"  Sl^PP*'  ~Jled  after 
them  without  stint  or  jealousy.     Mrs.  Skipper  stoi 
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er^ot  Zt     "'T     '''''  *'•"'•  °""-  She  plucked  .ev- 
^rl      ^  *'""'*''*  "P"'™"'  '-  Koh,  who  had  the 

B„m'  .     ''^''*"^*  ^""^  '^^'^8  there, 
so    ^L^^;"*"!,"  '^''•^'''  '°^"=  '"*''-  °»!    and 

£Pe^f^o:r-;Lf^r 

worid  gravaty  of  care  renting  on  her  s„,aj  snubbed 

She  sat  on  the  Ditmarse  doorstep,  barefoot  her  hr.^ 
bn™tched    but  sturdy    legs'^lainly  al^ L^T 

XobahT:  "'  '"f-"^'"'  P"*''  -  hfe'which  4L 
aJi  probability  were  destined  to  run 

"Hello,  Rob,"  she  cried,  and  the  grin  she  «,re  him 
through  her  exposed  gums  declared  o^ly  iSr^.^ 
her  heart  was  in  his  keeping  ^        * 

work  :;,  do„Vup.r"  «°*  *•>«  --  home  and  the 

She  nodded  sageljr.     "Red  Suke's  gittin'  to  h. 
breecher."  she  said.     Rob  knew  that  J  1 

that  Jumped  and  broke  fenceTand  he  tiTt  e^w: 
w.th  sympathy.  «  But  Father  says  he's  goTn'  tL  rf  ' 
up  a  poke  on  her  ter-morrer  't  '11  fix  hL      \  * 

jump  no  more  fences."  *   "  ^^  her  so  she  won't 

Rob  was  sitting  on  the  doorstep  at  Rhody's  side  by 
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this  time,  and  the  little  girl  put  up  her  hand  tad  whis- 
pered confidentially: 

"Mother  an>  Father  's  a-havin'  words  inside  thar' " 
The  sound  of  voices  in  the  kitchen  indicated  that  they 
were  not  only  having  words,  but  loud  ones. 

"Mother  says  Grammer's  goin'  ter  come  here  ter 
live,  an'  Father  says  she  ain't  neither— but  Mother  can 
beat  Father  ev'ry  time,"  sighed  little  Rhody  content- 

'^^'•x/"',,^"''"""'""  "'"  •'°'"''  '  S"'^^''  P-  «'  lonesome, 
ol  cnttur."  Rhody's  tone  was  such  a  faithful  repro- 
duction of  the  whine  of  some  charitable  elder,  and  her 
face  was  that  of  so  confirmed  a  bearer  of  life's  bur- 
dens, Rob  actually  felt  a  sense  of  edification  in  her 
presence. 

^  «  She  c'n  c-me,  pore,  lonesome,  ol'  crittur— an'  she 
en  have  my  plate  with  the  red  mountings  an'  blue 
catarack  painted  onto  it." 

"  It  must  be  a  beautiful  plate,"  said  Rob. 
"Grammer  giv'  it  to  me  when  I  was  borned,  an'  it's 
only  fa'r  she  sh'd  have  it  back  ag'in.  Ef  God  "1 
give  me  vittles,"  continued  Rhody,  evidently  quoting 
from  the  paternal  wisdom  in  this  instance,  "  ef  God  '11 
give  me  vittles,  I  don't  care  what  kind  o'  a  cub  I  snout 
'em  out  of." 

"My  heavens,  Rhody,"  gasped  Rob,  "how  you  do 
remember  sayings  for  a  young  one." 

"  What  ye  goin'  •.  r  do  with  yer  pineys  an'  delilahs?  " 

observed  Rhody,  e,vM,«  those  splendid  blooms  with  the 

moderate  spirit  of  „„e  who  can  admire  without  coveting. 

1  m  gomg  to  give  some  to  you,"  said  Rob,  at  once 

holdmg  out  a  pair  to  her,  "and  half  of  my  lilacs." 

Yed  better  keep  y^r   layloe'..  cf  ye  favor  'em," 
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said  Rhody,  showing  a  disposition  to  accept  only  the 
rarer  bloom;    «thcv-      common  as  sheep-weed  'round 
here.     Bet  ye^»  she  suddenly  challenged  him,  with  a 
grm,  for  the  dome  of  her  thought  was  Shakespearean 
and  embraced  romping  joy,  as  well  as  stern  delibera- 
tion and  bravely  sustained  sorrow;    "bet  ye  a  candy 
suckker  I  c'n  tech  Po:„pey  Rock  afore  you  kin."         "^ 
The  young  man  and  the  little  girl  sprang  to  their 
fee    and  ran  hke  v,ctin,s  of  spasn.odic  insanity  pursued 
by  the  fur,es,  down  the  bluffs,  over  fences,  down  steeper 
bluffs,  scampermg  out  to  where  the  tide  had  left  Pom- 
pey  s  Rock  as  the  solemn  and  tremendous  goal  of  their 
endeavors. 

Of  course  Rhody  touched  it  first,  Rob  looked  out  for 
that  and  made  a  great  show  of  panting  forth  his 
humiliation  and  defeat. 

"Tuckered?"  grinned  the  little  girl.  «I  ain't 
tuckered  a  mite.  Wal',»  she  sighed  thoughtfully,  «I 
had  my  spree,  an'  now  I  must  go  beatin'  in  to'ds  home 
or  they'll  be  settm'  up  a  pelly-loo  for  me  " 

"What  is  that?"  said  Rob,  as  a  humble  inquirer 
and  unashamed,  for  Rhody  ever  imparted  her  Jsdom 
generously,  w,th  no  hint  of  scorn  for  the  unenhghtened 
A  peUy-  oo  ,s  a  screech,  or  a  yawlin',  or  a  bawlin'. 
ary  one,"  said  she. 

Rob  pressed  the  penny  for  a  candy  sucker  into  her 
hand.        You  won  the  bet,  Rhody." 

"Ye  needn't  ter  pay  it,  Rob.  Bettin'  is  only  jest 
fr  fun.  Ef  you'd  a-tetched  Pompey's  -fore  I  did,  I 
couldn't  a  paid  ye,  for  I  didn't  hcv  no  penny."  She 
handed  ,t  back,   but  Rob  looked  hurl  and  shook  his 
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«Ef  I  keep  it"  continued  Rhody,  closing  «  very 
hard,  red  little  fiat  over  it,  "  it  won't  go  for  no  suckker: 
It'  11  go  to'ds  gittin'  me  a  meetin'  hat." 
"What!  no  suckker  after  all?" 
«No;  I'd  ruther  have  one,  Rob— but  Mother  told 
Father  I'd  git  damd  like  the  heathin  ef  I  didn't  hev 
no  meetin'  hat  purty  soon.  She  said  I'd  never  heem 
tell  o'  sech  a  thing  as  a  Lord's  Supper." 

"  Well,  I  don't  know-I  don't  want  to  dispute  your 
mother,  and  I  don't  know  much  about  it,"  said  Rob 
reflectively;  "but,  somehow,  I  should  think,  you're 
so  generous,  and  work  so  hard  for  your  folks,  and  such 
a  httle  girl,  too,  and  giving  your  grandmother  your 
own  plate  with  the  mountains  and  the  cataract,  and  all ; 
and  there's  a  kind  of  a  spirit  about  you,  Rhody— I 
can't  explain— but  I,  honest,  believe  if  God  had  a 
.upper  Uble  he'd  want  you  to  sit  right  near  to  him 
at  it,  honest,  I  do." 

"Ye'd  ought  ter  know,"  said  Rhody  meditatively, 
fr  ye  come  from  New  Yai-r-rk.  But  I  wouldn't  care 
where  I  set  to  the  supper,  Rob,"  she  added,  with  entire 
conscientiousness,  "so  long  as  I  set  alongside  o'  you." 
"Same  here,"  replied  Rob,  really  deeply  interested 
in  the  subject,  and  with  a  gravity  as  thoughtful  as 
Hhody's  own. 

"  S'posin'  ye  should  spy  me  out  in  hell?  "  continued 
the  fearless  Rhody,  whose  mental  range,  as  has  been 
said,  was  Shakespearean,  and  who  stuck  at  no  finical 
barriers  of  ultra  polite  English,  «  s'posin'  ye'  sh'd  spy 
me  out  in  heU,  Rob,  what'd  ye  do?  " 

"Well,  I  guess  you  know  very  well,  Rhody,  I'd 
work  day  and  night  to  get  you  out." 
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«  Ye.."  .aid  Rhody  faithfully,  "  I  bet  ye  would." 

the..        '?!!','"'*  *"'''  '°"°'''"«  ^^'^y''  t™l  "Jong 

he.e  novel  theological  altitude.,  «  what  if  you  were  in 

the  other  phce  and  I  wa.  in  hell-for.  .harp  though 

— what  would  you  do?  " 

her  plam  blue  eye.  fairly  ec.tatic  with  thi.  untram 
-led  fl,ght  of  her  in,agi„atio„,  "I'd  dive  .tr^^t 
down  an    g,t  ye  my.elf.     But,  ef  I'm  .ettin'  'round 

f^TLr"""",  '  ';'  """''  '^'•^  -^  P""^-'-  *''»*  them 
full-grow«l  angek  wouldn't  git  no  peace  teU  they  dove 

.afet  and  .ound.    I'd  rai«>  'Snake,  an'  Tophit'.'^«uS 

JetTyt  to^^'     "-'  ^'^  ^^-'^'^  *-  «°  '^-  "' 

.n  JJr  r*"f  ^  "^"^  •"  **  '^»'''  ''"^  of  the  he« 
and  the  hereafter,  the  comrade,  parted,  Rhody  maldng 
homeward,  and  Rob  continuing  hi,  path  ing  th! 
^a^;   for   even   yet   the   .un   h«,   not   reachj   it. 


M.^M...  m*.jrA^#". 
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CHAPTER   XVIII 

THE  AUCTION 

AppioACHixo  the  River  settlement,  Rob  heard  and 
saw  an  auction  in  progress,  and  he  hastened  on,  con- 
gratulating himself  that  he  had  stumbled,  perchance, 
on  a  new  scene  of  activity.  Never  since  his  arrival 
in  the  country  had  he  beheld  so  heartUy  numerous  a 
company  gathej-ed  together. 

Captain  Belcher  as  auctioneer  was  unwearied. 
How  much  for  Daisy  Lee  comin'  yander,  with  all 
his  bokays  throwed  in,"  he  declaimed,  low,  Rob  not  yet 
within  hearing.  So  Rob  dawned  good-naturedly  upon 
the  laughing  company,  unaware  that  he  was  the  fresh 
cause  of  their  mirth.  But  the  fist  that  clasped  Mrs. 
Skipper's  lilacs  had  now  a  well-earned  reputation  for 
prowess,  and  Captain  Belcher,  with  discreetly  veiled 
sarcasm,  lifted  his  hat  as  Rob  leaned  on  the  fence 
in  close  proximity  to  the  scene. 

"  Mr.  Hilton,  ladies  and  genU,  ef  the  little  birds 
carries  their  tales  true,  is  not  alius  goin'  to  be  a  mar- 
ried bachelder,  but  is  goin'  to  stock  up  a  home.  He 
has  arrove  jest  in  time  ter  bid  off  this  beautiful  lemon 
squeezer.  Now  honeymoons  is  sweet— but  some  sweet, 
some  sour,  that's  the  way  ter  mix  it;  an'  anybody 
calkerlatin'  on  a  honeymoon  wants  just  sech  a  lemon 
squeezer  as  this  right  handy.  Start  'er  up,  somebody. 
What  'm  I  bid?  Look  a-here— ain't  ye  ever  had  yer 
girt  mix  ye  up  a  glarss  o'  lemonade  some 
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evenin',  an'  swaUercd  down  ten  to  a  dozen  seeds  along 
'ith  what  flies  an*  June-bugs  the'  was  huvrerin'  'round? 
I  have.  Great  Tamarack,  ef  swaUerin'  lemon  seeds 
an'  sech  truck  perduces  'penderceters  the  wonder  is 
I  ain't  been  toted  back  ter  the  States  long  ergo  ter  be 
operated  on  an'  into  my  marble  tomb.  But  here  ye 
have  it.  No  danger,  this  'ere  lemon  squeezer  is  its  own 
seed-retainer,  simplerfied  magic  'namel  screw,  Ederson 
patent,  never-rust,  gcarcd-up,  all-cndurin'— good  Lord, 
ain't  nobody  here  calkerlatin'  on  a  honeymoon?  Start 
'er  up.     What 'm  I  offered?" 

"Five  cents,"  declared  an  angry  and  aggressive 
voice.  Rob  glanced  in  the  direction  whence  proceeded 
that  familiar  snarl  and  saw  Bate,  sUnding  at  Cuby's 
side;  and  Cuby's  eyes  flamed  wrath  at  Rob.  So, 
thought  Rob,  Bate  had  told  Cuby  that  he  (Rob)  had 
attacked  him  for  the  brotherly  admonition  he  had  found 
it  necessary  to  give  his  sister  Mary— that  would  be 
Bate's  way  of  explaining  it;  and  Cuby's  soul  waa 
consumed  with  jealousy  and  hate. 

The  smile  that  had  been  beaming  broadly  on  Rob's 
face  left  it,  and  a  look  of  bewilderment  and  sick  dis- 
gust took  its  place.  But  he  strode  manfully  down  to 
Cuby's  side,  nearer  the  auction  tables,  whose  motley 
contents  were  revealed  to  the  open  air  and  the  wonder- 
ing crowd. 

"  Shall  I  bid  for  it,  Cuby?  "  he  said,  liftin^r  his  hat 
to  her  and  conquering  himself  to  smile  as  one  o  was 
glad  to  be  near  her  and  proud  to  own  her.  "  I  will 
bid  for  it,  too.    Ten  cents,"  he  shouted. 

"  Fifteen,"  cried  Bate  malignantly. 

"Twenty,"  again  shouted  Rob,  and  Cuby's  unsof- 
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tenrf  eyei  yet  gleamed  with  .ati.faction.  She  wa. 
««rt.ng  m  public  Tiew  her  power  a.  e„ch«.tre«  and 
fctenng  .  quarrel  between  two  apparent  .uiton  for 
h.r  charm,,  and  her  head  wa.  held  high. 

"Twenty-five"  .creamed  Bate,  whoae  Toice  in  pw- 
««.  jock  on  the  nature  of  some  devouring  bird^ 

hv"~™'*^".?°''''  *""'*  ^"^  ""^  ='•=»'  ««i  boyi.h 

by^rea,on  of  the  8treM  of  warfare. 

"Thirty-five,"  came  the  answering  .cream. 
^^  At  "  Fifty  "  Rob  paused  and  .aid  reasonably,  aloud. 

S  flH  r^  v  ?'  ""  '"  ^«  ""^'    I^*  »•*«  have 
the  old  thing  if  he  wants  it." 

A  merry  cheer  went  up,  and  it  wa.  for  Rob  and  the 
plain  dictate,  of  common  .en.e. 

But  Cuby  saw  it  otherwi.e.    Bate,  for  private  rancor. 

he  would  at  lea.t  have  maintained  the  attitude  of  . 
J^UMderer    a.  quenchle»  i„  his  determination  ^  in 

tnumph  and  defen.e.  which  Rob  flatly  refu.ed  in  the 
•ight  of  all  men  to  continue  further,  as  though  the 
game  were  not  worth  the  candle. 

She  stamped  her  foot.     «You  are  a  miser  and  a 
cow-ar-r-rd,"  she  cripH     «'  T  „.„*      .. 
—•♦k  /.  *"*  "°*  y""""  company 

3  a^fooi?  '°"  *°  ""^  '"''*  '"^^  "-'^'''  --i'-^ 

Rob,  whiter  than  chalk,  again  lifted  hi.  hat  to  her, 
«nd  with  dignity: 

♦K-'V^LT"  ''!"'  ""  "  "'"'"^  ^'•''y-    P^'h-P'  you'U 
thmk  better  of  it  when  you  are  not  .o  angry."     He 
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jmned  the  group  hj  the  fence  ,g.i„.    Pubhc  «nti„,.nt 

.e«ned  to  hun,  for  he  wa.  no  diplon»ti.t. 

Meanwhile.  CapUin  Belcher  .tood  with  upKfted 
lemon  «jueezer  and  open  mouth  expre..ive  of  .b.orbinK 
mtere.t.  A.  the  public  eye  reverted  to  him  on.  Zl 
he  rose  equal  to  the  occasion. 

jubilantly,  wavmg  the  lemon  squeezer  high  in  air.  "  I 
^n  ^pectin.  „f  .  and  I  find  she  turns  with  a  crank. 
Duplex  cushion  sprmg..  Wireless  triple  screw.  Mac- 
carony  system-she  ain't  no  old  side-wheeler,  thL 
l^on  ^uee^r  ain-t     Ah  now,  if  it  was  only  a  girl! 

Roar,  of  merriment  applauded  hi.  wit  and  drowned 
h..  pu.,»„t  vo.ce.  rererberating  from  the  bluff,  and 
«.e  reg,„„  beyond  and  far  down  the  River  road;   her. 

pe^t'iU  "if"  "*""""'*  """  J°^  ••'""''"^  "'-'»  -nd 
mm  '\""  r*ry  °'  uncontrollable  mirth,  while 
on  the  other  hand  the  far-sounding  beaches  stretched 

'fir-;  ^•^'' "'-*'"" -"'^ 

"  ^"^  I  h^--  Mother  bid?  »  he  asked.  «  Be  you  all 
done  on  the  jemon  squeezer?  Goin',  goin',  an'  gon.^- 
at  fifty  cents— to  Bate  Stingaree." 

A  subdued  howl  now  of  derisive  laughter,  greeted 
Bate.  Angry  wa.  he  beyond  all  utterance,  '^^ome 
Cu  y.  he  muttered,  « let',  leave  this  gang  o'  cackh^g 
'djits.  Angry  past  utterance  was  Cuby.  There  wf 
but  one  .comful  and  revengeful  thing  left  for  her  to 
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do,  and  that  wu  to  go  away  with  Bate,  and  >ihe  turned 
by  thif  method  to  flaunt  her  contempt  in  the  eyes  of  the 
company.  Rob  wa«  now  in  the  position  of  a  man 
despised  and  insulted  openly,  and  pitying  looks  feU 
upon  him.  Life  was  too  intricate  for  Rob,  so  low- 
fallen,  to  study  the  matter  out;  only,  so  far  as  he 
knew,  he  meant  to  play  the  man. 

"  Don't  go  -.way  with  him,  Cuby,"  he  said,  <  tching 
up  with  her;  people  won't  think  fair  of  you  if  you 
do  this;  thc/U  think  ill  of  you,  and  you  do  not 
deserve  it." 

"Go  mind  you  your  own  bus-i-ness,"  she  replied 
passionately;  "you— you  poor  half-a-fool  laylock 
thi'f." 

"Great  heavens,  Cuby,  Mrs.  Skipper  gave  me  the 
lilacs,  and  I've  brought  them  to  you.  Won't  you  take 
them?"  He  held  them  out  earnestly.  Cuby,  with  a 
quick  disdainful  flash  of  her  hand,  dashed  them  to 
earth. 

"Take  them  to  Ma'y  Sting'ree,"  she  cried,  "w'at 
make  a  laugh  at  you.  Or  that  seolly  one  that  they  call 
•Car'line,'  or  ol'  Mis'  Skippaire,  or  dar-r-rty  little 
Rhode,  w'at  goes  call  the  cows  home  bare-laiggit.  Go 
yon  to  them  with  your  ol'  steenkin'  flowers— go." 

Si>c  left  him  bhghted.  For  his  wits  were  slow,  sure 
enough:  they  were  mighty  good  wits,  but  they  were 
slow.  But  Mrs.  Skipper's  lilacs— he  could  not  leave 
those  m  the  duKt.    He  gathered  them  up. 

"  Say,  but  ain't  he  fond  o'  flowers,  though,"  com- 
mented a  voice  from  the  audience;  "ain't  he  kind  o' 
sor,  though,  fr  sech  a  thunderin'  big,  squar'-shoul- 
dered  buck," 
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rT!^  ""•^■"K  cI.««W,  „d  .tiU  holding  the  lilac, 
Rob  returned  to  h..  po.t  of  observation  at  the  auction 
For  .ome  moment,  hi.  cheek,  burned  and  hi,  eye.  ^ere 
dowBc.,t.  Then,  two  baby  girl,  of  hi.  di.cur.ive  ac- 
quamtance  among  the  hill.,  let  loo.c  by  their  compa.- 
..onate  mother,  toddled  over  to  him  and  gra.ped  the 
clve,  of  h..  leg..  He  .tooped  and  pickS  tC  up 
one  on  each  arm,  where  they  ,.t  loftily  perched  with 
a  v.s.b  e  contempt  for  all  past  weary  and  fretful  tug- 
gmg  at  their  mother',  skirts. 

don  t  beheve  »  whupered  one  woman  to  her  neighbor, 
.tandm'  thar'  a.  patient  a.  «  ox  lashed  to  a  plow 
with  his  arms  fuU  o*  babies  an'  laylocks." 

With  the  accession  of  the  babies,  who  seemed  to  have 
come  mdirectly  to  alleviate  and  share  hi.  ruth  and 
co„fu.ion,  Rob  quite  lost  his  abashed  .elf-con.ciou.ne.., 
and  began  to  experience  renewed  intereat  in  the  lively 
proceeding,  of  the  auctioneer. 

J'r^^rj''l  ^""^"  "l"'""^  ^^''^''  «  h»  ton^" 

Urfl  n  ""•'"■•     "^"'  "*  '^'"""''  h«n'Painted. 
half-tint,  full-tone,  storm  rubber..  Waltham  movement, 
wheelbarrow  action,  warranted  not  ter  run  down  at 
the  toe— new  when  they  was  first   made.     Start   'em 
up,  somebody.     Infermation  from  the  weather  bureau 
states  t  the  sun  is  goin'  t»r  set  to-night,  same  as  usual, 
no  pos  ponement  on  account  o'  this  auction.    Wake  up 
you  folks  thar',  or  the  foolish  virgins  '11  git  their  ile- 
cans  fflled  an'  ketch  ye  nappin'.    Now  look  here,  what  'm 
I  bid?     No  lampblack  an'  sugar  in  them  rubberg- 
thems  straight  gum-thc  kind  mother  r.e'  ter  wear 
-what  me  an'  little  brother   use'  ter  take  holt,  me 
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-t  the  toe  «•  him  at  the  heel,  an'  .tretch  clean  acro.t 
the  k,tch«,  flooj^ut  when  one  eend  let  go,  then  look 
out!  Hole,  u..^?  Sure.  A  hole  in  each  one  to  put 
jer  foot  mto.  Pa.,  'em  'round  an'  ««  if  ye  can  Ld 
any  more. 

"Whilst  the  rubber,  i.  goin'  'round  what  'm  I  bid 
on  this  beautiful  asbestos  pad?  " 

"'Tain't  a  p«d,"  interposed  a  scornful  feminine 
voice ;  "  it's  a  tea-stand."  ="^uie 

"S-s-sh,"  pleaded  the  powerful  Belcher;  "she's 
a-go.n  a.  a  pad  Kve  cent-six  cent-and  knocked 
down  to  Sammy  Pm,^t  six  cent-a.  a  pad.  You'U 
be  all  nght  „ext  winter,  Sammy;  the'  won't  no  wind 
peel  through  you. 

"Hurry  up  with  them  rubbers.  Mis'  Bowles  wants 
tnne  to  borry  Mis'  Henfry's  glasses  an'  take  a  look? 
AU  right  then.  What  we  got  here?  Spat  for  tumin' 
^nddlecakes  an'  spankin'  the  young  ones,  turn  an'  turn 
about.  What  'ml  bid?  One  cent-two  cent-tw" 
cent-a„  gone  to  Ephri'm  Horn  at  two  cent.  Good 
fr  you,  Ephn'm.  Ye  get  squeezed  dry  on  yer  taxes 
every  year,  thirty  cnt  for  yer  poll  an'  thirty-three 
cent  Pr  yer  'sessment  an'  prop'ty  tax;  but.  by  Gum. 

ye  got  a  cheap  griddle  spat  ter  make  up  for  it    Now 
r  rf  ..^  '  good-sized  mess  o'  young  ones  tor 

spank.  Ephn'm,  eUet  that  spat  'U  be  layin'  idle  half 

the  time. 

"What  ye  doin' with  them  rubbers?  Mis' Bowles  is 
inspectin'  of  'em?-wal',  all  right.  Now,  look  a-here. 
Jest  Lft  yer  eyes  to  this  interestin'  fine-tooth  comb. 
This  ere  comb's  got  a  history  ef  we  was  a  mind  ter 
look  mto  It,  an'  spite  o'  the  years  she',  seen  an'  'er 
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«n*ny  wanderin's,  she's  ji,t  «.  keen  a.  eyer-thi.  old 

.traight  ha.r  or  curly.  Chinee,  Japanee.  Sou-gee.  or 

yer  bokay.  a  minute,  an'  step  down  here,  please    Z 
show  .       ^^    ^.,  .^^^  ^  soovene^rf' S;^. 

Phy  centennial,  fln^tooth  comb  can  do  to'ds  surveyin' 
raJ^ffi      rf  *^™   "*'^-P'^'   three-strand,   wa" 

back,  plush-finish,  goldin'  locks  o'  youm  » 
The  mulUtude  laughed,  ^^  R„b  ,.„^,^ 

fh    *  ^  !     ™  '  ^°"«  *'«'=  """^^  R-b  had  been  at  a 
laughed  and  crowed  in  sympathy. 

"Challinge  not  accepted."  shouted  Belcher  victori- 
--I7.  •  Merit,  o' the  article  proved.  WhatLTS? 
One  cent-one  cent-^ne  cent-^.  g„„,  t„  ^phr  1 
Hom-^t  one  cent  All  right.  Ephri'm.  „„ly  don" 
ose  s.ght  o'  yer  taxes  whilst  ye're  layin'  in  this  'ere 
charmm'  mess   o'  curios.     Duty  first    F,,!,, "  , 

dude  afterwards.  ^  '   ^P^ri'm.   an' 

«  Heaye  them  rubbers  oyer  here.    Split  in  the  sides? 
They  done  Ulaughin'    then.     Who  wants  rhlp" 

ta^rrel  s  low.  fa,th  when  the  sink-spout's  clogged,  peace 

mJ'Z.T  vT/"  '''  '— '^haf 'm'ltd 
nrnati'     What?     Ye  don't  want  'em.  eh?     V»  w.„t 

k.te  too  heavy  geared  ter  wobble  up  off  the  'Irth.  Ih? 
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tart  layer-cake  rubber.,  eh?  T-.  enough  ter  make 
a  man  weep  ef  he  didn't  have  these  rubber,  right  afore 
h.m  .phttm'  their  .ide.  a-laughin';  ITI  keep  fhe«  C 
Z^  nght  afore  me  Tr  the  present  Zut  I  rum- 
mage around  here  an'  find  .omethin'  fit  ter  put  up  for 
.ech  a  raft  o'  owl,  a.  you  be  to  bid  on. 

"Here  ye  are.  Jest  what  ye're  achin' for.  Here', 
.omethin'  next  thing  to  a  caskit-here'.  a  enlargl^^ 
Photergraph    aU  framed  in  pine-needle,    o'  old  Id 

what .  havm'  th..  auction.    W  at  them  featur',,  wiU 
ye?     Ef  ye  want  ter  fill  yer  house  with  melancholly 

W?;         '  ^"^""l  ''""'  ''^''  '>«'-'"'?•  »'  enough 
left  to  go  under  the  bed.    He  screwed  a  lot  o'  monfy 

out  er  poor  folk,  in  hi.  day.  old  Sol  did.  an'  that  'ar 

mouU,  o'  W„  '11  put  ye  in  mind  o'  the  stummickach. 

an  the  Jok  m  yer  pocket  erery  time  ye  look  at  it.    An' 

a.  f  r  that  'ar  no.e  o'  his'n " 

"Belay  thar',"  cried  a  voice. 

"What's  up.  Sol? »  .aid  the  auctioneer  firmly. 

mistaW'  ''"*"  "^^  "^  «°*  '»*='  *^'  ">«»  ^y 
J' Same  old  tricks."  sighed  Belcher  reminiscently ; 
old  Sol  was  alias  pokin'  his  nose  in  whar-  there  w« 

apem,yterbemade.    But  Pll  lay  him  to  one  side,    k" 

don  t  wonder  at  yer  not  wantin'  ter  tako  that  ol'  life- 
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tnllTl""""'^  ""'"'^  -"'  «'°°™  •Jong  -ith  ye 
onJhe^bo.t,    no  knowin'  when  ye  might  sfrike  bo^ 

wr"  h  ^*  "  ^f  ^^  '^^^''  '  '"y-    »•»««  up  with 

oump,    an    my  conscience,   'stead  o'  bein'  I,p«„»       . 
^eceU^V^.,^,,,^„,,^^^^^^^ 

ye"":^"''""  ^  "^"^  ''"^  y-  --k  ef  you  want 

fluted  nightcap  onto  the  piUer  o'  rest  aU  reldy  to 

raiLl  tlLt/'^'  '-'  ''''  •'"''^''''-»  -•'-  ^ 
raise  a,^  the  codfish  to  soak,  an'  wound  the  clock  an' 
turned  in.     Pig,  J,  ^„,,,i„,  ,^„^  pe„.  eot" 

mooin'  from  the  pastur'.  Hand  me  over  t^at  T^ai 
atr ; r'*'  "T/"^  '^*  "'  «^'  tangled   ll^:. 

Wd?     sfit   "'  ■  """'^  •»""*  '»»•     What  'm  I 

b.d?  Sight  unseen-treasures  o'  the  mine,  gems  o' 
the  ocean,  products  o'  man's  inventive  natur'  thTworld 
ovepwell.b<Hlied  pickle  dish,  Aunt  Lucindy^  Z„ 

an'  a  J   "^    n  ^"""  """*  '«P'esent.n'  five  mi^I 

Z  Lr*"'.^?''"  '""'"'*''•  ^'  •'"■■■>!"'  «iu-h  with 
^e  bottom  right  handy  to  it  all  read^  to  2  soddeTS 
«.  harf  a  spoonholder  patterned  arfter  the   tower  o' 
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Babble.  lots  o'  little  pieces  o'  ch'ice  imported  East 
Chelsy  china  jest  fit  to  milk  the  ducks  into— all  here 
—an'  I  ain't  begun  ter  name  'em.  Start  'er  up,  gome- 
body.  What  'm  I  bid?  Seven  c,  nt-ten  cent-my 
kingdom  come,  you  folks  want  the  'arth  for  nothin'? 

"Jest  let  me  show  ye— take  this  'ere  quilt  full,  an' 
tie  'er  up,  so-fashion,  an'   when  ye  git  'er  home,  nail 
er  up  to  the  beam,  an'  stan'  off  an'  strike  'er  with  a 
mawlet,  an'  she'll  make  a  rattle  that  'ud  stop  the  yop 
of  a  whole  houseful  o'  bawlin'  babies  an'  put  'em  ter 
sleep  in  no  time.    What  'm  I  bid  for  this  'ere  'riginal, 
long-pendulum,    gigantical,    cyclone-avalanche,    dyna- 
mite,   thunder    an'    lightnin',    Niagry    baby-rattler? 
Twelve  cent— thirteen  cent— fifteen  cent— fifteen— fif- 
teen-an'  gon^to  Mis'  Homer  MiUet-at  fifteen  cent. 
An    well  done,  say  I.     Now  then,  meetin's  broke  up. 
Thank  ye  for  yer  kind  attention.     Farewell.     Adew— 
an'  all  the  rest  o'  the  s'ciety  trimmin's." 

But  the  excitement  was  not  yet  over.  For  Dose 
Ellery's  horse,  exasperated  by  his  long  and  tedious 
anchorage  to  a  fence  post,  at  the  first  loosening  of 
the  h.tchline  had  backed  into  the  adjacent  bam  and 
smashed  the  tail-board  of  the  wagon  and  with  it  the 
rickety  incubator  which  Dose  had  bid  off  early  in 
the  afternoon  as  a  mysterious  prize  which  was  to  sprin- 
kle his  dooryard  with  early  chickens. 

"Never  mind,  Dose,"  said  Captain  Belcher  unofll- 
cially,  on  his  way  from  the  auction  ground.  "It's 
money  in  yer  pocket  ter  git  shet  o'  the  thing.  Now 
look  here,"  he  lifted  a  row  of  mathematical  fingers. 
"  Ye  paid  twenty-five  cents  Tr  that  ol'  fool-wrack  o' 

an  artificial  breeder,  didn't  vfP     At.'  »t  "  2.  .    - 

■  cwitr,  man  I  ycf    .^n  yc  u  a  rot-roasted 
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about  Mt^  dozen  o'  egg,  i„  'er  -fore  ye'd  a  give  'er 
up  a,  a  bad  job  an'  kicked  'er  to  the  su„„.Tde  o' 

dozen.     Reckon   on   'er  up,   an'  ye're  «   dollar  an'  a 
quarter  to  the  good.   Dose;    «/ nothin'  o'  L  J 

Sr„'ot%^r  redVtfthf  ■■"  "^  '1-  '^-"' 

*et.     Voutake%Sdl?Lr:;jrj:r2l  '"^ 

-  -  the  old  ho»  .hat',  br:r,f  ;- 

twan  t  your  money  nor  your  incubator." 

...•/tr"^**'*  '"*  "P  ""^  P^"^'-!""   over  it,   Dose" 

a.d   the   woman    with   the  quiltful   of   treaau  e,     and 

he  paused  so  that  their  rattling  might  not  ob  truct 

l-LJhfT   ■"'    l'^'"''"""    °'   '^-^peech.     «?h 

nothin   hke  a  old  hen  to  raise  chickens;   an'  when  von 

nothm    hke  a  old  hen  ter  raise  chickens,  but  I  never 
heered  a  ore  that  He  writ  it  down,"  said  ^.chl 

Well,  He  d,d  so,"  said  the  woman  of  the  quilt- 
and  she  was  one  of  the  sort  that  could  face  out  Richer' 
or  any  other  mortal.  wwner 

"Whar'  abouts?" 

;;  In  the  Bible,  Stu  Belcher.    That's  whar'  » 
whn      ^'^\u    """■'  '"^^^^"  '«''l  ^  "--k  little  woman 

ht  aZi^i:  T^T^^  r '-  "''''-^"' 
p^-iaiiy-andco:;ii;^t;r:^„--^-> 
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"What  part  o-  the  Bible?"  persisted  the  foolhardy 
and  thunderous  Belcher.  ^ 

r  JZ°H  °^™  ""*  ''^'  "'  ^°"™'  "'  y°"'^«  Kot  one.  an' 
read  teU  you  come  to  it,"  said  the  quilt-woman;   «.„• 

you  U  see  some  more  things  there  that  you  never  heern 

tell  on  afore,  Stu  Belcher." 

She  went  rattling  down  the  road,  the  meek  woman 

mamtammg  «  gait  of  stout  partisanship  at  her  side, 
fin  .!"   u"    ""*'    «"'■"  '"''^  ^"'=her,  pointing  hi. 

bufw-t?  V  ,•;/"  ^°'''  '''°'  '"'P— d  of  the  babies 
ml  f  «"  "^^  '""  '"  •"""•'  approached  at  this 
moment ;  .  cute  old  gal.  My  mother  an'  father  kind 
o  wanted  me  ter  make  up  to  'er  when  we  was  young 
folks  together,  but  I  kind  o'  ducked  my  flyi„.-/b  a„^ 
wngg  ed  out  „.  the  channel  an>  laid  b^  i'n  the  cove 

biy  elseT'  ""  ""'■'  *"'  ^'"'  «"*  "P^'^"'  °°*°  "-- 

Jrl'Tu^'^'h''  ''"■"«  '"  »  •"«''t''«^«  ™^°d.  re- 
garded Rob  and  his  wilteu  lilacs  with  unusual  pen.ive- 
ness  and  interest.  *^ 

"This  gittin'  spliced  is  a  rcsky  business,  Rob.  Ye 
seem  to  think  a  good  deal  o'  yer  flowers.  Old  Mis' 
Skipper  giv'  'em  to  ye?  » 

"Yes." 

"She's  of  the  natur'  of  kylocks  herself;  so's  Mis' 
Belcher,  my  woman;    but  that  old  gal  heavin'  out  .,' 

"  The  delilahs  and  pineys?  " 

"Aye;    though  I  suppose  the  proper  way  ter  pro- 
r.r  [^  '\^''."^"«   -d   P-o-nys;    a/tho   sal" 


th> 


•y'rc  a  flauntin'  liigh-steppin' 


'•'""'^j   i^ind  o'  ilowe 


THE    AUCTION  ^^7 

Cptain  Belcher  CL'TL^IT?,  ^ll     "ti^"""' 
face  too     nd  Captain  Belcher  .poke  rj:'  '  "~*' 

cent  folks  'round  here  hable.  and  ef  Cuby  kind  o'  huff, 

rt  7f  ^  ?'  P'""''  ■'  ""''  o'd  '°««n'  dcmmy- 
r.p  of  a  je,t,ce  o'  the  peace  ^hat  was  a«ked  ter  Hno 
you  two  warn't  in  no  condition  for  the  iob  in  wH  . 
cse  you  could  each  go  yer  own  w  y  hl^f  J^n 

;t:r  with'  *"■"'  r'""""'  """'-^  '-*  '''-'^"' 

up  my  tar  w,th  an  eye  to  seein'  what  c'n  be  done.    Pr 

thi  \r  "°\    ^'^  ""'*  "°  "■•ncon.poop  scch  af  I 
bought  ye  n,ight  be  when  ye  first  ho,4  sight ;   ye're 
a,  honest  an'  stanch  a  young  craft  as  I  cfer  haM 

f'r  I  rwlr^n  „„  1  •   J     .  .  'ayiocK  t  r  a  partner, 

over    "h        ITf   *"   ""'    ^"'*'"«   •'>™'*    "-   world 
over    and  n.ght   having   settled   down   on    the  potato 
patch  and  every  other  field  of  labor.     He  sa^Mrl 
By^^o  p^^otu,g  He.  hoarder  hon.e  fro.  the  evei  IZ 
■d  ^Pent  w,th  Mary.     He  reached  the  Stingaree  W; 
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•nd  itood  by  the  din.  door,  hi,  heart  ..  peaceful  within 

turn  u  It  wai  lad  and  without  hope. 

Then  he  knocked  and  entered.     The  light,  though 
only  of  a  feeble  oil  lamp,  appeared  to  da«le  him.    He 

hrt-ui"r,"  '',''"'PP«»  f™"-  th'  int-rlunar  .pace.. 
hi»  wilted  hlacs  daiped  in  his  hand. 

Mary  h«l  just  .eated  herself  by  the  table  to  mend 
some  garment,  of  Bate's;  .he  looked  up  a.  Rob  en- 
tered with  the  habitual  quick  alarm  of  one  who  had 
leanied  to  dread  the  return  of  her  family  from  the 
floshpot,  of  the  River;  there  was  a  questioning  sor- 
row too  «  her  wide,  dark  eye..  It  .tung  Rob,  but 
now  only  to  a  great  compassion  for  her. 

"Oh,  you  must  not  worry  about  me,"  he  said  ear- 
nestly , imply.  "I  have  not  touched  a  drop.  I  had  not 
even  thought  of  such  a  possibility  until  T_ww  your 
look.  How  we  have  tried  you-oh,  my  God.  But  I 
do  not  crave  it  any  more,  I  do  not  want  it  Miss 
Stingaree.  can't  you  trust  me?  You  must  not  worry 
any  more."  •' 

Mary  looked  into  his  clear  eye.,  heard  hi,  rteady. 
m,pa.«oned  speech,  saw  above  all  hi.  thin,  kind,  weary 
face  bendmg  over  her.  A  compunction  -d^'  her  that 
was  like  the  surging  of  many  water,  in  her  soul.  She 
-Mary  Stingaree-wanted  in  that  moment  even  to 
put  her  arm  'round  the  poor  fellow',  neck  and  teU  him 
that  she  was  glad  he  had  come  home-to  see  the  great 
light  that  would  waken  on  his  patient,  quiet  face-he. 
who  wa.  made  for  joy. 

She  only  smiled;  and  Rob  only  thought  her  beauti- 
ful and  that  her  smile  seemed  to  answer  him;  he 
dreamed  of  nothing  more. 


^^^■PiHh 
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-Your  flower.."  .he  munnurcd.   ".re  r.ther  de- 
.ected.    ShaU  we  put  them  in  .ome  water?  " 

Mr.    Sk,pper  gave  them  to  me.  and  .omehow.  you 
know,  I  couldn't  bear  to  throw  them  away." 
Mary  brought  a  va«  of  water  and  arranged  them. 
She  gave  you  .ome  of  the  very  cho;ee.t  Trom  C 

2  of^o^r'''^ "' '"  '^«^'"  "•'>*  --t  '-veT; 

.wll°  """^  '"^'^  ^^'^  ^  ""  "'  ''"•"  Rob  ""a^J  back 
.wertly  and  .truggled  politely  and  de,perately  to  re!^ 
pre.,  a  yawn,  for  he  had  been  .o  long  wandering  ^ 

2ld  "fh  th  r.'  '""^  "'"'  *'"'*  ■»''^-  ''-P  b«™ri- 
wild  with  the  cloud,  at  sun.et. 

Mary  bit  her  lip.  and  Rob  concluded  that  .he  wa.  in 
-me  way  amu.ed  at  hi,  .tupidity.  He  did  not  2d 
The  .tar,  were  not  for  him;  if  he  fumi.hed  them 
amu,ement  .o  much  the  better.  It  mu.t  be  wfa^ 
to  be  .tuck  up  on  high  alway,  in  .„ch  brilliancy  and 

"llTnk'°iJf '''*?'''  ''.^°"'"  '^"""''  '"''"  ^  '-'^ 
PW  dre^mS™   ""     '^■'''''''  ^'"^  ««"«-• 

his  mattre,,;  ,t  wa,  the  best  construct,  d  and  mo,t 
comfortable  mattre.,  i„  the  world.  He  I„.  iZ  uTn 
•t  wth  the  event,  of  the  day.  good,  bad,     .d  ind^eXt! 


•"wocow  HMumoN  ntr  chmt 
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all  tending  to  lull  him,  and  a  comparatively  insignifi- 
cant Item  forming  the  hazy  nucleus  of  his  sinking-off 
Dose  EUery's  battered  incubator— Rob  seemed  still 
to  foUow  It  wi.hout  effort  of  his  own,  along  the  wind- 
.ng  road  till  it  merged  into  the  quilt-woman's  presence, 
and  her  voice  was  distinct,  though  far  away— "and 
writ  it  down,  that  the'  's  nothin'  like  a  old  hen  to  raise 
chickens." 

Ah,  she  was  right,  Rob  had  it  now,  without  effort, 
from  the  black-velvet  days,  the  long  curls,  and  the 
nurse  taking  him  to   Sunday   School.     "Even   as   a 
hen  gathereth  h«r  chickens  under  her  wings."     There 
was  old  Speckled-Top,  for  instance-Rob  had  watched 
her  recently-a  faithful   and  much-enduring  parent, 
clucking  with  thrilling  anxiety  while  the  whole  brood 
beat  m  under  her  patient  feathers ;  even  the  sad  of  the 
flock,  the  rickety  one,  the  lame  one,  and,  most  lament- 
able of  aU,  the  weak,  gay,  smart  one  who  tottered  off 
alone  with  ridiculous  airs  and  flourishes,  gazing  ever 
with  the  same  idiotic  complacency  into  the  maw  of 
destruction;  but  coming  back,  like  the  rest;  like  the 
rest    aU  creeping  in  under  the  big  hushed  wings  at 
night  time.  " 


liilf 


CHAPTER    XIX 

JACOB    TKAWLES    BBEAK8    AWAT 

The  bleak  spaces,  the  heights  and  depths,  that  had  been 
to  Rob  as  an  enemy  when  he  first  gazed  upon  them, 
were  now  the  strange  unspoken  solace  of  his  soul.  Every- 
where he  turned  God  smote  him  in  the  face-not  with 
fear  but  with  that  greatness  which  absorbed  his  petty 
gnefs  and  challenged  him  from  his  place  in  the  arena 
to  fight  the  fight  out  and,  in  all  simplicity,  to  make  a 
man  of  himself  before  he  died. 

The  first  and  hardest  task  was  to  arrange  for  Cubv's 
home  on  the  hills. 

"You  are  not  even  so  smar-r-rt  as  I  thought  you 
was,  Rober'."  she  demurred;  "you  been  loafin'  'roun' 
May  Sfang-r^  ontill  you  are  dees'greeable  an'  solemn 
lak  a  o«rt  lak  she  is." 

"  If  I  thought  I  was  like  her » 

"Why  don't  you  go  to  marry  her  then?  Or  has  the 
ol  doc-t6r  made  loaf  to  her?  Me-I  let  you  have  her- 
willm'." 

"  Thank  you,  Cuby,  but  I'm  married  to  you,  I  believe, 
and  I  m  go.ng  to  stand  by  it.  A  Hilton  knows  how  to 
support  his  wife,  and  how  to  treat  her,  too.  You  need 
not  be  afraid.  I've  earned  money  besides  my  board, 
working  out,  and  my  potato  crop  is  as  fine  as  any- 
body s.  Im  going  over  with  Jim  to  Waldeck  before 
long  to  sell  them." 
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"Mind  you  this  what  I  tell  you:  I  shall  not  go  to 
Stan'  any  preachin'  from  you  nor  Ma'y  Sting'ree.  Me— 
I  boss-a  my  own  house." 

"  And  welcome,  Cuby." 

"  An'  I  lak  not  to  live  'roun'  with  anybody  with  so 
long  a  owl  face  on  them,  neither." 

"  I  do  not  blame  you,"  said  Rob,  smiling.  «  But 
honestly,  I  laugh  more  up  there  on  the  hills.  The  River, 
down  here  takes  me  down,  somehow.  I've  got  so  used 
to  living  up  there,  I  suppose— and  I'm  laughing  half 
the  time,  Cuby.  It's  in  me.  I  rouldn't  help  it  if  I 
tried."  I 

Cuby  appeared  neither  flattered  nor  pleased  by  this 
promising  confession. 

„  "^  """•'I  rather— me— to  live  down  here,"  she  said; 

"  it  is  not  so  stupeed  daid  an'  alive.     But  I  s'pose  I 

must  to  go  where  it  laks  you  to  live." 

"  Yes,"  said  Rob  quietly,  "  that  you  must  do." 

In  spite  of  Cuby's  reluctant  and  much-qualified  wifely 

admission,  Ro  had  a  thought  that  she  in  some  degree, 
with  her  father  and  Bate  as  principals,  were  in  some 

league  of  unappeasable  resentment  toward  him,  that 
they  were  guUing  him  on,  as  their  phrase  was ;  that  they 
would  even  .wiUingly  work  harm  to  him  if  they  could 
do  so  unapprehended. 

Ntvertheless  he  believed,  too,  that  when  he  brought 
Cuby  to  the  hills  and  set  up  his  forlorn  home  there,  like 
the  other  forlorn  homes  at  Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  his 
domestic  affairs  would  run  on  as  smoothly  as  famiUar 
toil  and  drudgery  could  make  them.  Cuby  was  a 
strikingly  pretty  and  attractive  girl,  and  she  had  a 
nght,  he  reasoned,  to  hold  a  grudge  against  hfm,  who 
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had  compromi^d  her  by  his  promises  and  attentions  and 

::  harheS;:'*" ''-  '^'^''-  "^  ^'^  --^•^^^^^ 

Would  Caroline  Treat  marr,  old  man  Trawles  and 

.^  w    ,^r      ^'    "  """  *•"* ««-'~'  "P'-'O"  that 
.he  would  do  so  though-^ndowrf  as  she  was  with  the 

*LT"',f  '='«="-»l<>«"«°n-^he  had  never  yet  com- 
mitted herself.  The  peUucid  river  of  her  ton^e  con- 
tinued ,ts  diversions  in  pleasant  fields  of  sentiment  and 
aU  manner  of  phraseology  without  that  definite  trend 
for  which  all  and  especially  Rob  with  a  heavy  duty  on 
his  heart,  waited.  ^      ^ 

w„,'lJ''""f'T°!''/T'"'  ^'^'^  ^'  *«•■•  Plooe  in  the 
world,  an'  I  don't  hold  with  them  that  says  they  despise 

has  noth-".  /  ;  .*  ™°"'^''  "'  '"■"=  ^'"  tW  docfor, 
has  nothm'  to  do  but  set  down  in  a  fat  butter-tub-a. 
the  old  saym'  is-and  make  up  their  charges  ag'in  ye 
I  consider  't  them  that  talks  so-fashion  hafmiglty  L 
tie  brams  in  their  heads."  o    J  ">^ 

This  defense  of  his  profession  took  place  on  the 
porchsteps  of  Mrs.  Byjo's  house,  when  Doctor  Margate 

bl  Mr  ''  *~"°'*  ''"''  "  *•■•='  '"  -'hin'  rests  a 
Slit""  ir  ^"'  '"""'  "^■^'""''^  like  settin' 
down  betweenwhiles  on  somebody's  doorstep  an'  sprawKn' 
out  sech  o'  yer  j'ints  an'  hinges  as  needs  favorin'.  as 
ye  can't  do  in  a  chair." 
The  doctor  acknowledged  by  a  grave  bow  the  pro- 

^ere,  and  tiiat  the  fact  of  his  being  visible  on  the  porch 
had  not  deterred  her  from  making  this  also  an  objec 
tive  pomt  m  her  neighborly  disposition,,  and  travels     If 
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she  was  making  a  set  at  him,  as  the  continued  wearing 
of  the  black  kid  gloves  seemed  to  indicate,  he  believed 
t  -,t  it  was  more  from  a  harmless  feminine  fancy  for 
making  another  conquest  than  from  any  designs  upon 
him  or  any  serious  desire  whatever  to  win  him;  and 
events  proved  that  he  was  right. 

"  Oh  my,  ya-as,  doctors  has  their  place.  How  often 
the  call  comes  in  the  middle  o'  the  night,  an'  they  haves 
to  git  up  an'  hunt  'round  to  tackle  the  hoss  by  lantern 
light,  an'  all  the  like  o'  that.  The  night  my  Dan'l  was 
bom  was  a  reg'lar  line-gale,  an'  every  time  the  sea 
struck  'er  she  went  under." 

"  It  was  a  boat,  and  not  a  horse,  that  was  going  for 
the  doctor  this  time,  I  presume,  Mrs.  Treet?  "  said  Doc- 
tor Margate,  whose  skill  in  pkcing  a  lighthouse  here 
and  there  along  the  unfetterei  ocean  of  Caroline's 
reminiscences  had  ah-eady  won  hv.r  heart. 

"  It  was  so — an'  him  that  small  you  could  put  his 
face  in  a  teacup,  but  growed  up  the  biggest  one  I  had, 
an'  took  no  sass  from  anybody,  from  Owl's  Head  to 
Spry  Bay,  an'  'ud  sail  any  old  rotten  tub  they  dars't 
him  to." 

"  Your  second  son,  I  think  you  told  me,  Mrs.  Treet?  » 
"Oh  my,, ya-as,  on'  got  a  place  as  mate  on  the  old 
Noll  Wimpcr  when  he  wa'n't  but  seventeen,  that  was 
of  a  piece  with  aU  the  rest,  so  's  one  trip  no  furder 
away  than  Thatcher's  Breakwater  they  laid  in  harbor 
nine  days  stoppin'  up  the  holes  in  'er.  The  wind  's 
kind  o'  bafflin'  to-day,"  added  Mrs.  Treet,  taking  off 
her  soda-advertisement  cap,  which  had  been  blown  to 
one  ear,  and  smoothing  it  with  the  black  gloves,  which 
had  witnessed  funerals  and  weddings,  but  seldom  anv 
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other  social  rite,  so  that  Doctor  Margate  was  forced 
to  regard  their  recent  donning  in  his  behalf  as  a  compli- 
ment almost  sacrificial  in  its  essence. 

"  When  I  think,"  he  said,  with  a  mental  eye  to  her 
union  with  her  faithful  and  desperate  suitor,  Jacob 
Trawles,  «  of  all  that  you  have  borne  and  endured  as  a 
good  wife  and  mother,  Mrs.  Treet,  though  I  have  only 
so  recently  been  honored  with  your  acquaintance  and 
had  the  inestimable  pleasure  of  conversing  with  you, 
yet  even  I  wish  most  earnestly  that  you  might  find  a 
safe  haven  of  care  and  devotion  at  last  in  the  affection 
of  a  good  and  worthy  man." 

Caroline  Treet  blushed,  and  that  handsomely;  and 
as  it  fell  out,  there  was  no  harm  whatever  in  her  taking 
to  herself  the  flattering  conclusion  that  Doctor  Mar- 
gate was  at  this  very  moment  proposing  to  her. 

"Thar's  some  things,  however,  ter  be  said  on  the 
other  side,"  she  interposed  as  kindly  as  possible,  "  and 
thar's  them  nearer  home  that  probably  thinks  they  has 
the  best  rights."  An  inadevertent  snigger  was  hear.! 
from  Mrs.  Byjo  through  the  open  doors  to  the  kitchen. 
But  Caroline  Treet  was  never  suspicious,  and  she  con- 
tinued : 

"  An'  I  never  was  one  to  throw  away  a  good  fowl  from 
my  own  barnyard  for  a  eagle  on  Moon  Mountain— as 
the  sayin'  is— that  might  only  turn  an'  claw  me  when 
I'd  ketched  him."  It  was  the  doctor's  turn  to  blush 
now,  and  Mrs.  Byjo  was  heard  retreating  precipitately 
to  the  woodshed.  "No,  oh  no — not  as  raakin'  any 
likes  between  anybody  and  an  eagle,  for  the'  's  no  sccli 
likes  atween  'em;  but  my  ways  has  alius  been  here  in 
Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  and  I  ain't  got  the  'nclinati.ii 
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at  my  time  o'  life  ter  start  up  a  drill  with  any  rtrange 

Tl.f   'V''"*'  '•'''  "  ""*'  ^  -^  -*'s  time;  I'd  wi?;^ 
1  Jiadn  t  made  no  tech  a  contrac'." 

"Probably  it  would  not  be  wi«e,"  murmured  Doctor 
Margate. 

"  No  more  do  I  think  folks  needs  ter  be  jest  of  an 
age,  two  an'  two,  for  sech  as  that.  An'  ef  Mary 
Stmg'ree  c'n  make  up  her  mind  to  ye,  sence  pore  Rob 
HJtons  out  er  the  runnin',  as  the  sayin'  is,  it's  my 
opmion  she  couldn't  do  no  better,  her  havin'  acquaint- 
ance with  them  ways  that  I  don't  know  nothin'  about, 
so  s  ,t  am't  Hkel^  she'd  go  mewlin'  an'  squallin'  around 
iike  a  cat  m  a  strange  garret,  which  I'm  very  sure  would 
overtake  me — or  worse." 

I.  Jll'^""*"'''   ''"™""'   match-making   speculations 
had  been  mnocently  hurled  back  at  his  own  head. 

I  thank  you  for  your  interest  and  encouragement, 
Mrs.  Treet— if  you  mean  me." 

"No  other  is  meant,"  replied  Mrs.  Treet,  with  almost 
tender  compunction  now  that  the  danger  to  herself  was 
passed.  I'm  one  that  speaks  right  out  what  I  got  to 
say;  my  first  meanin'  is  my  last,  an'  no  nuts  hid  away 
fr  wmter  in  the  bole  o'  the  tree,  as  the  sayin'  is.  but 
plain  an'  open." 

"Let  me  congratulate  you  on  your  engagement  to 
Mr.  Trawles."  said  the  doctor,  trying  bold  tactics  in 
return. 

"Wal',  I  don't  know,"  hesitated  Carohne.  with  the 
dawn  of  prospective  housekeeping  for  two  gleaming 
nevertheless  through  the  discreet  composure  on  her 
comely  face.  "I'm  one  that  alius  rolls  my  buggy  out 
ei:  the  shed 'fore  I  go  down  to  the  "8Sy  ""t 


pastur'  to  ketch  the 
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knows  what  o'cloTit  ;  "  .TT  "T"^'  *''"*  "'-' 
business."  '  "^"^  ^'"*  '"'«•'»  to  be  in  better 

I  think,  to  Miss-CubJ  T^Z  »  """'^  '^''' 

"  Only  Stu  Belcher  an'  the  Aim.>.;„.  i, 
ried  them."  rephed  Caroline     « I  h       .        J  '''"'  """^ 
that  'twas  Stu  himsetf    W  *  ^'"'P*'"  '"*'^'^ 

it's  been  Kone  an' In        ^    '^'"  '"'  J"^'  °'  ^»™«'«t, 

«^f^  ?    '  ""  "^  «""'■>'  '"'"y  from  it  " 

^^^^  Surely,  a  carriage  performed  as  a  /oke  wo:Sd  not 

line  'grtl^^L*";;'*  "  t'/  ^°"  '■^^'"  "P««'  C"- 
Tibbit.  h™,,,  j„,  ,/,;   ™  "t '^'«-   »  "W  Tin 

™.»  ^  *"«" »' "» "i«"i«..«.  rf  ii «. 

01  ,t,  but  anyways,  havin' 


if: 


I'll 
■:    i.'  i  j 
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done  it,  it  wouldn't  be  a  joke  no  longer,  but  thar'  it 
would  have  ter  stand." 
"  Are  you  sure  of  this? '» 
"  I  be." 

It  is  strange,  how,  given  a  certain  atmosphere,  even 
the  imaginings  and  superstitions  of  the  simplest  will 
cast  a  speU  about  <i  man.  The  expression  of  Caroline's 
face  constituted  with  the  gloves  on  her  hands  a  sym- 
phony of  decorous  gloom.  Doctor  Margate,  though 
knowing  better,  was  afflicted  for  the  moment  with  a 
sense  of  something  uncanny,  like  the  clanking  of  ghostly 
fetters,  and  moved  restlessly  in  his  chair  to  obtain  a 
freer  breath;  when  the  situation  was  relieved  by  a 
scene,  familiar  to  Power  Lot,  now  portraying  itself  to 
the  occupants  of  the  porch  though  they  themselves 
remained  unseen. 

Old  man  Trawles'  tafl  form,  in  silk  hat  and  broadcloth 
as  usual,  outlined  a  dignified  progress  toward  that 
bourne  of  his  heart's  desire,  the  home  of  Caroline  Treet 
Almost  simultaneously  Nell  and  Gid  approached,  one  on 
each  side  of  him.  A  conversation  of  an  obviously  excited 
nature  ensued,  and  the  urbane  form  of  the  old  man  was 
led  back  to  his  own  house,  humiliated  in  bearing  and 
baffled  of  purpose. 

"Dum  his  old  chicken-liver,"  exclaimed  Caroline 
Treet  impulsively,  the  light  of  action  and  a  saving 
degree  of  affectionate  ardor  waking  in  her  own  eye; 
"  why  in  dough-bat  don't  he  stand  up  for  himself." 

I'  Why,  indeed,"  said  the  doctor,  gladly  echoing  the 
living  reaUties  embodied  in  the  sudden  alertness  of  Mrs. 
Treet's  tone. 

« I'm  a-goin'  tcr  make  for  home,"  she  declared,  ris- 
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ing.  «  and  whe,,  he  ««  „e  m,ldn'  my  pawage  oyer,  ef 

m^e  tte  kind  o'  trac',  he  ..anf  ter  mdte.  .tra^ght 
to  ds  whar'  he  wants  ter  make  'em." 

Doctor  Margate  watched  with  an  interert  which  he 
would  not  have  co„fe„ed  even  to  himself,  for  the  Ap- 
pearance of  Jacob  Trawle.    Within  hal}  «„  hour  thU 

rSir-^"*"-"^''^— «^-^«''--' 

"Yes,  sir,"  ,aid  the  doctor    promptly.     "But  we 
murt  not  allow  the  wind  to  baffle  us,  sir     No  " 
"I'm  makin'  my  far-well  caUs  on  my  friends  and 

yro?rcotV"r"°'*"™*^"    ^he  steady  brown 
TeitW  '"  ~"*«"P'-'«J  the  doctor  with- 

out  either  expression  or  reserve. 

vou"  ™1T  !^  ^"'r^'  "°  y°"  tho^^ht  yesterday  when 
sini  I  °.u  "^  ""  ^''"^'"'  •'"*•  "'"'^  heaven,  you  are 

Ship*"'-    '^^— .you  ought  to  be  i  alive 

«  Car'line  is  friendly  wiV,  aU  but  me.     All  but  me 

Jacob     "I  have  no  desire  to  live.     I  am  .naLg  my 

£::^  r         ""f  -'  ^'^  J^-e  gone  down  to  thi 

torpid  ^  Tr  f  r-''^"*«"y'  ^■■-'"gh  «  the  same 
tone  and  holdmg  the  doctor  with  the  same  unrelaxing 

iu,"  YaJ'  "'v.T^  "  '''"  •"  S''"^  "f  th'^t-  I  have 
just  had  a  little  conversation,  by  the  way,  with  Mrs. 
iTeet-a   charming   woman.     I   envy   those   who   live 


if 
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conaUntiy  in  her  ricmity,  for  it  itriket  me  ihe  i,  . 
woman  of  .uperior  con.Uncy.  With  her,  the  old  friend, 
would  be  the  valued  friend.,  the  one.  .he  held  de.ie.t " 
I  would  marry  her  to-morrow  ef  CarTine  would 
•peak  the  word ;  ye.,  ef  .he  would  .peak  the  word.  But 
women  are  bafflin'— bafflin'  a.  the  wind,  .ir." 

"  For  (ome  of  u.,  that  i.  true ;  but  not  for  you,  .ir— 
not  for  you.  Do  not  tell  Wthat  Nell  and  Gid  have  gone 
to  tie  River,"  advi.ed  Doctor  Margate  clearly;  •'^ell 
her  tJiat  you  broie  away.  Women  adore  boldnew.  Thev 
love  It    Ju.t  My  that  you  broke  away." 

Jacob  .urveyed  the  medical  man,  the  dawn  of  a 
hitherto  unrelated  continent  opening  in  hi,  dun-brown 
eye.,  and  wa.  .peechle...  At  thi.  juncture  Nell  and  Gid 
advanced  over  the  hill,  having  performed  a  wrt  of  ru.e 
to  entrap  their  ancient  in  hi.  amorou.  de.ign.. 

"Go  right  on  and  make  your  call  "-the  hearty 
voice  of  the  doctor  reassured  him.  "  Mr..  Treet  i.  look- 
ing out  from  her  window  yonder,  and  .he  will  .ee  for 
herself  that,  for  her  wke,  you  have  broken  away  " 

Jacob  Trawle.  set  out  for  Mrs.  Treet'.  houw  at  a 
gait  un.urpassed  in  any  recent  event,  of  hi.  hi.torv 
not  excepting  the  time  when  Mrs.  Byjo's  prize  steer 
gave  him  chase  across  the  fields.  Nell  and  Gid  were  a 
good  half  mile  to  the  rear.  The  view  was  large  at 
i-ower  Lot.  They  came  up,  panting,  crossing  the  doc- 
tor^, bows,  so  to  speak,  just  as  Jacob  stepped  safe  with 
a  singularly  valiant  mien  on  to  Mrs.  Treet'.  doorstep 
—and  further  pursuit  was  hopeless. 

Doctor  Margate,  seemingly  engrossed  in  a  book 
glanced  up  pleasantly  «t  the  sound  of  NeU's  insistent 
loud  breathmg  and  saw  her  fanning  her  pert,  insolent 
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c«t!!^  K  *  '°'""  "'^'^'^  '''''"'^''  t-A'^o  into  the 
crater  of  h..  p.pe.  Nell  wa.  a,  worldly  .  „;,,  „  jj; 
or  country  ever  bred        «l.-  k  j  i.       ,    ,     *  ^^ 

wa.  rich    «nH  f?    J  ,•  f  *•  ''™'''  "'"*  the  doctor 

W"  nch.  and  the  delightful  ronmnce  of  elderly  men 
.teppmg  off  the  stage  and  leaving  their  fortl.  o 
young  w  ve.  wa.  one  of  the  .oft  pleasbg  Tf  he, 
occasional  literary  diversions.  * 

So  she  smirked  at  the  distinguished  gentleman  wUh- 
out  one  savmg  gleam  of  bashfukess  or  UmidiTy 
«  »  r^    ^'^^  '^'^•"  "''^  »™l«red. 
Baffl,ng-^,t,emely  so,"  replied  the  doctor,  gal- 
J«tly.  and  gave  back  his  attention  to  the  pages  ;f';L 

A  moment  later,  when  no  human  travMtv  -..  • 
upon  the  greatness  of  the  scene  :d7S,  ^^Z^^ 

S.Sal -r'^  ""'  """""""'*  ''^^  -'•^^  h-. 
»uch  a  vtal  influence  upon  character,  Power  Lot  shonlH 

W  produced  Bate  Stingan.,  and  Nell  and  Gid   a„a 
-me  others.      But  his  heart  turned  to  MarrsSari 

::^"^rs:^src»--- 

snoilp/l .„j        1  ,       ,  '  '•"■y  "Uned,  pleasure- 

of  the  sea  and  the  priestly  gl„ry  of  the  hiUs-and  love 
perhaps    hopeless  love  of  the  sweet  woman,  for  whom 


I        i 


CHAPTER  XX 

nDE-SADDIJNO   THE    LOS 

Of  the  diplomacy  of  Captain  Stu  Belcher  there  had 
never  been  any  doubt. 

With  a  hail  and  a  roar  he  brought  his  oxen  up  past 
Mrs.  Byjo's,  and  when  he  discovered  Doctor  Mar- 
gate taking  a  stroll  farther  down  the  road  he  drove  his 
chariot  of  four  wheels  and  a  log  in  that  direction  with  a 
mighty  rattling  .and  a  swifter  advance  than  usually 
appertains  to  such  a  vehicle. 

"  Git  on,  sir.  Git  on.  Lenmie  give  ye  a  lift  You're 
young  enough  ter  side-saddle  on  a  log,  by  Humf rey, 
an'  will  be  fr  twenty  years  to  come.  Whoa,  you  gol- 
dum  wireless  telegrafters,  yon,"  he  bellowed  at  his 
oxen,  who  found  it  as  difBcult  to  stay  their  pace  as  it 
had  been  in  the  first  place  to  acquire  it.  «  Git  right 
up — call  it  side-saddlin',  tho'  we  ain't  got  no  saddles ! 
Jest  the  other  side  o'  that  knot,  onless  ye  want  ter  put 
a  skylight  though  yer  trouse's.  You  ain't  got  nobody 
ter  mend  'em  for  ye.  I  have,  an'  I  done  well,  too.  Doctor 
Margerit— J  done  d— n  well." 

"  That's  good,"  said  the  doctor,  riding  the  log  skill- 
fully, and  enjoying  a  most  unaccountable  elation  there- 
fore; it  may  have  been  the  atmosphere,  it  may  have 
been  the  world  around  him,  hut  the  cushions  of  his  vic- 
toria and  the  padding  of  his  electric  cab,  as  his  mind 
reverted  to  them,  seemed  base  and  discomraodious  in 

«T9 
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co™p.ri,„„^  ..I'm  glad  you  found  a  good  mate.  I 
hope  you  deserve  her.  And  now  look  here,  Captain 
Belcher,  don't  you  let  Pobert  Hilton  bring  CuLy  tLb^ 
up  here  on  the  hills  and  carry  out  that  Le  LZg. 
to  her.  r  expect  you  to  look  out  for  that,  or  there'll 
be  sad  consequences  for  you.  Mind  what  I  say-that 
must  not  be  done."  ^ 

KM"""^'  '''"*  ^°"  ^*  "^'^  *•"*  P«"y  little 

"Nothing  whatever;  she's  a  treasure,  she's  a  beauty, 

^a  the  man  of  her  heart  to  guide  her  along;  but  Rob 

heart.  That  was  a  httle  escapade;  they  have  never 
really  chosen  each  other;  the  marriage  was  a  fake,  and 
they  ve  both  ^t  a  haunting  suspicion  of  that  fact,  too." 

f„rilT.^  *?"  '""''^  '*°"*'y'  '»''»y.  «t  «>«  doc- 
tor, the  doctor's  keen  eyes  did  not  flinch 

hel^f  ,'?'"'*.  ^'""'  ^*  ™*°"  """^  ''^^  he  come 
ierit  th  T"  ^'''^"'  ^  "  *°°^  °^  unappreciated 

ment  that  could  not  help  but  thrill  his  Kstener  with  it, 

Tf  hiT"      ''^""^^'  "  ""'  *'"°  '"""^  "'  "^^  ^''*  ■"-'•'' 
"  Yoa  made  of  him?  " 

h.r^"".  ?.!!''^°'  ^°""  ^'^^^'^-  Su«.  He  come 
here,  out  o  the  booze  settlements  thar>  to  his  native 
own  a  natterally  struttin'  Shang-hi  rooster  with  Ban- 
tam hghtness  o'  dispersition  an'  a  goose  giggle  An' 
me  or  somebody  else-call  it  me-tied  him  down  to  this 
duU  arth  with  a  sense  o'  responsibilities  an'  duties  an' 
Borrers.  an'  aU  sech  drippin's  from  the  mother  cow 
necessary  ter  raise  up  a  healthy  calf.  Ain't  that  so?  " 
The  doctor  bit  his  lip,  and  briefly  nodded. 


Il,« 


ill  jl 


'^*  POWER   LOT 

"He  wag  a  derelic',  he  was,"  continued  Belcher, 
on  the  drift,  ef  ever  the'  was  one;  an'  somebody-call 
It  m«--took  an'  anchored  of  'im  so  tight  he's  been  ^b- 
bm  away  contented  ever  sence,  sweatin'  all  the  microbes 
an  tomfoolery  out  er  his  sestem,  an'  raisin'  pertaters 
three  dozen  to  the  hifl.  An'  now  you  come  over  from 
New  York  an'  want  ter  heave  over  all  his  ballas'  an' 
lighten  up  on  his  moorin's  an'  send  him  bumpin'  an 
careenm'  like  a  durn  tramp  o'  the  seas  ag'in.  My  hum- 
frey,  but  you  got  a  gall  on  ye." 

Doctor  Margate  laughed  hilariously,  but  Belcher 
regarded  him  with  a  steady  reprobation  and  made  not 
the  slightest  acknowledgment  of  the  ring  of  sympathy 
m  his  tones.  ■>    r      j 

«  The  Senate  misses  you.  Captain  Belcher— you  don't 
miss  the  Senate  any.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  though,  it 
was  I  who  sent  Robert  Hilton  to  grubbing  in  the  earth, 
Md  a  certain  Captain  Jim- a— a-Jim  Turbine  has 
been  a  sort  of  hovering— a— decent  fellow,  with  a 
weather  eye  out  for  poor  Rob  and  Mary  in  this  Beulah 
land  to  see  that  the  wolves  did  not  get  them  quite;  and 
you.  Captain  Belcher,  you,  being  in  a  humorous  mood, 
practiced  some  of  your  tremendous  pleasantries  on  poor 
Rob,  putting  him  in  an  insufferably  false  position.  It 
was  what  I  call  a  dastardly  piece  of  work  " 

"Git  out,-"  said  Belcher  cooUy;  "you  a  man  o' 
science,  by  Tamarack,  and  don'tknow  what  the  ropes 
IS  that  fa  rly  cows  a  man  an'  knocks  aU  the  gale  out 
er  him  so's  what  friskiness  he  has  left  is  no  more  '„  a 
suckhn  lamp,  jumpin'  on  all  fours  an'  kickin'  out  his 
hm  legs  at  nothin'.  You  don't  know-that  your  ken- 
try  air  an'  your  honest  t'il  an'  all  yer  commeal  mush 
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Ml'  moonshine  wouldn't  V  nr/.„oj  .      , 

«TI,»        ,T?  "="''"'"»t«l  m  explosive  laughter 

tivity    lil  ^.""""'^  "^"^'y'  "'  conunefciS  Ic 

Srr/T'.'^r*''"  ««'«^''— but  Jo«  do  no" 

whilel/og«,el7tll^t;°:;f-^->  -^^^^ 
.on.etin.es  compelled  to  0^^^  Srw:ir:hr 
.hall  we  do  about  Rob?  Will  you  see  to  it-tHl. 
«d  Captain  Jim  Turbine  in  s  J„g  to  it  rf^Tr  ^"1 
t°  .ay  that  I  am  called  away  »fd  .  ,  '  "'^'* 
Lot  to-morrowWfh.tl:       7'  ■""'*  '^^«  ^ower 

on  the  Xh2~t  ir^^"f  ^"  ^o"  "•'^  Cub, 
needful  moment  and  i^^l  ^  '""'  '^^^  ^  '*  *'" 
Rob  of  the  false  burd^  h':".^^:;'^  ^i'^^T 

rprdtr;:rs-  x -e  r  jri  s 
^^.ouwiii.^r.tr.r:i^^ 
th^"tiLTro  £i:i  ^^^"?  «*  ^'•^  "-^or, 

scorn.  ^'  *'■'*'  '"'•  »°^ff«J  a  ."iff  of 

wLrr:  o'Tob'^'^Hj?:  "\^^''  '"■"  *" 

ye  could  fashii  M  haul  thJt  I  T  .?  ^""^  "'  ^""''^ 
'er  %;„Vn  an'  hat  J^t  .efci:ra:"  d"r'''°"* 
Hiiton  an.  Ma',  Stin^'ree  a"  WiddeT^r  an' ^ 


[H    {I 
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"Well,  well."' 

Pr  tJ,»  +•      u  .  .   "*'  '■  happen  ter  be  drivin'  mv  craft 
t  T  the  tune  bem'.    That's  me." 
"  I  believe  you." 

best  p'rharfrH      ?..'"'"  *"  "°^'«"'y  '*  '*«"'* 

proud  spe,  o"  thi  rhT:"^  "  '  *""*  "^  *»•« 
Sting'4  that  'udl  elt/^°ff  ;r'"''f  ^  ''"'^ 
spemn'  match  that's  co2' to^„  ^u""'  *"  """'^ 
ain't  nothin'.  tunes  udT  ,  ^"  '"  **"'  ''°^^'-  The' 
like  hern,  like  aT^  "f    ^'  "!'°'^""'  "^  '"^^  «  »  case 

like  Rob  Hilton."  die-for-ye   cuas 

"Impossible."  '     ''f" 

T^^^;T^  ^'-  ^'•^  ''"-'»  leek. 
M  won    en  kick  up  more  cyclones  to  the 
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Zl''  '""Kf  "''"'''  ™°"  ^''""'  to  the  aqu-r'  minute 
than  any  other  wori'  I  ever  gee  » 

"True." 
il'."tal  If  "."'**''  '''"»■'  '»'  '»-ri-  kirn. 

.•»•. .  wild  «..i:d  /^:?;*:k;  r"  ."^^  "-* 

«  No." 

;;  WaP,  she  wants  Jim,  that's  who  she  w«nts." 

«  fr!       °"  '  '*"^*°*  ""rt  °f  fellow." 

Decent  sort  o'  feUer?  '  By  the  Great  Nor'easter 
what  are  you  a-lookin'  Tr?     Whv    T™  t,  T-  ' 

me  c'd  run  thi«  »l,„i         T  ^'     ""  ^""■'"ne  an' 

a  fa°r  n^  TJ^"^"  <=°°te'nent  ef  we  was  only  giv* 
a  la  r  post  o'  observation  an'  r'A  fi„j  i  .     "^ 

size  to  set  in     T  "°°  *"  =  1  find  some  chairs  our 

Ihe  doctor  was  silent. 

to  "J^ol^'zi:  *°  Tr " ""  '*  ^p^"^  '^-<'--» 

rackel  o'    LT      T  '°  '"'""'  *''™"«h  the  hell- 

natur'.  an'  all  seel    telT"      """"^  '"'^  '  •'^'"'«-  »' 


n 
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W     Ef  he   ever  doet  git  drowned  he  won't  git 

drownded— heTl  .how  up  .omewhar'.     An'  that',  me 

an'  Jim,  an'  be  d — d  to  ye." 

Captain  Belcher  refiUed  hi.  pipe,  hi.  cowhide  boot, 
swaying  freely  in  .ympathy  with  the  peril,  of  hi.  pre.- 
ent  method  of  tran.it;  a  jolt  of  unu.ual  violence,  over 
a  .tump,  separated  him  for  a  .pace  from  hi.  affinity 
with  the  log;  he  descended,  however,  precisely  in  hi. 
former  chosen  .eat,  uninterrupted  in  hi.  attention,  to 
his  pipe  and  wholly  unperturbed.  But  the  doctor,  a. 
a  result  of  the  catastrophe,  sat  down  abruptly  in  the 
road,  where  he  contemplated  in  some  bewilderment  for 
the  moment  his  unexpected  change  of  base. 

"ShaU  I  stop  'em?»  Captain  Belcher  called  back 
to  him  cheerfully,  «  or  c'n  ye  jump  on  while  the  train', 
movm'?  " 

"  I  won't  board  the  i.  ain  again,  thank  you.    I  need 

r^f"'!*,  l"^^"^  °°'**"  **"«"*"=  ^y^y'  «  he  rose. 
I'll  walk  back  home." 

"Held  on,"  yelled  the  captain,  himself  descending 
and  shouting  and  belaboring  a  halt  on  hi.  oxen-  « I 
want  a  word  w  ih  ye  'fore  ye  go.  Ye're  a  man  o' 
.^aight  good  «!n.e,  an'  I  respec'  ye.  I've  been  hove 
off  myself  by  a  stump  lesser  size  'n  that." 

"I  haven't  been  in  training,  you  see,"  repKed  the 
doctor,  with  no  trace  of  vexation  in  his  manner  or  his 
tone. 

"No,  ye  ain't  had  the  'dvantage.  a  man  like  you 
ought  ter  had,"  said  Belcher,  standing  regaUy  thought- 
ful, the  veteran  of  many  „car.,  of  well-.ustained  .hip- 
wreck,  and  of  a  hide  seemingly  impregnable  at  last  to 
all  save  added  windbum.    «  Ye'd  rate  along  o'  me  an' 
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Jim  ef  ye  'd  h»d  harf  a  chance  in  the  worl'  »    He  ^^■ 

thedocLXirShilr;     ""~"'T''"''  •~'"«°«' 

to^take  h.-n,t;rore,«lZ""°"  ^^  ''•^  ^''^'^ 

The  question  is,"  said  Belcher  at  la.f  -Jtfc-i       • 

X"o?^d;  cr  ----^  -"^^^^^ 

shet?  »  ^'     ^  ^°"  »-«"»    *"  k«=«P  yer  mouth 

DoZXt""'*'  ^  ^  "-  «*  *"  '^'^  't  ••  -Plied 

question/ cLTno"  a"  1         7  ''  '*^'-*''»*''  ««« 
this  out  ter  Jthe  °    n  ^"'^'^  '"'^''  ''"'  ^*''  «««" 

-teJorreT?;",,^  ^T"*  *"  *^"  «""'  Hilfon 
of  him  her?;'  JiraTnw"*  ''^-'^  '"'*'''"'  ''--'«"* 
chance  for  him  ^  o'  S^/^rr  '  ^'"'  ''  '^^ 
/haveof  ailyenatin'f>,..ff  f-^  S^trng-ree,  no  more  'n 
Man  in  the  Moot »  *"*  ''"*"""'  °'  «*«  ^^^  °'  *«  Old 
"That  settles  it." 

"Not  you  and  Jim?" 

--ta;u^.^:,t^?vT^-^^ 

aot  many  a  wi.  sea  yit  ter  sail  aC  I  ^«"  Ef  J  ' 
goes  ter  homin'.  it  had  ought  ter  LZ.T'  " 


**>  POWER   LOT 

his  feathers  an*  itretch  hi«  neck,  an*  off  he'd  go.  Ho- 
hum,  it's  tough  on  Jim;  but  he  won't  go  under;  ve 
needn't  ter  werry  'bout  Jim." 

**I  won't.  I  am  more  concerned  about  the  match 
you  propose  to  make  between  Miss  Stingaree  and  Rob 
Hilton." 

«  Easy,  easy !  Whar*  thar'  's  a  woman  in  the  calkei- 
lation  the'  's  no  knowin'  when  ye  may  look  out  an' 
find  yer  weather-vane  's  clean  blowed  off  the  bam. 
Easy  now.  But  you  let  Rob  bide  an'  keep  on  workin' 
f  r  a  while.  He  couldn't  git  Cuby  ef  he  tried.  An' 
he  won't  git  put  in  no  box,  now  I  promise  ye,  ef  that  '11 
do.  I  promise  ye." 
"WelL"  1 

"An'  you'll  keep  yer  mouth  shet  about  any  little 
frolick  anybody  mon't  'a'  played?  I  ain't  sayin'  who. 
You'U  lay  low  tell  the  storm's  over,  an'  the  flyin'jib's 
run  up,  an'  ell's  well  some  way  'r  another,  won't  ye? 
That's  what  I  want  ter  know." 

"  Why,  yes,  under  the  circumstances,  and  consider- 
ing that  you  promise  to  make  it  all  clear  as  daylight 
at  the  auspicious  moment,  I  think  I  may  safely  say  I 
will  leave  that  for  the  present  to  your  judgment— and 
your  conscience.  But  the  time  must  come  soon.  Cap- 
tain Belcher." 

"Easy!  easy!  This  is  goin'  ter  be  a  tejus  mess  o' 
ropes,  mebby,  an'  we  got  ter  keep  both  eyes  shet  whilst 
we  squint  with  one  and  wink  with  t'other.  Wal',  I'm 
sorry  ye  ain't  goin'  ter  stay  long  enough  ter  come 
'round  an'  git  acquainted  with  my  folks,  Doctor." 

"But  at  least  I  congratulate  myself,  Captain 
Belcher,  on  having  become  acquainted  with  you." 
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•  V^^'  \  '""'*  *^^  *•"*  ye'"  find  me  lhirtv-.!x 
mehe,  Ur  the  yard  with  p,e„t,  over  ter  lo.  trZ^V- 
•ge.  ev'ry  time.     Come  'n  we  u.  ag-in.     Do      Sorrv 


u 


CHAPTER  XXI 

THE  TMT 

!/ >ri.  *  ^V  "*""*  *°  '^•"'  •  '"rt  of  epitome 
of  freedom  and  acJventure  before  he  put  on  the  yoke 
•gwn  «d  settled  down  to  the  drag.  "^  ">*  y"""* 

Gut  at  lugh  tade  hke  a  bird  shivering  to  try  herding, 
orer  sea,,     j  ^.fc        ,„^j  ,^  j^^^  ^^  ^  J8 

my  'L  f  "  '  ""  "I'"'  '■'*  '"'^^  »  ^"••t-I  wiU.  when 

There  was  the  trouble.    There  w«.  «„  ».    i.     x 
Rling  look  in  Rob's  e,es.  n^T^Z^ Z7^Z^. 
SeM'^to'Sf""-    ?--^- *''«*•    Thek:°th 

LTa  ^H^K  ;  5°°"  •""*  '"'''  '  •""*  *•>''*  ««"  true, 
and  a  w„.d  that  forces  the  joy  of  health  and  darinJ 

TOU  onlV"^  'r*'  ""'  '^•""'«^"«  *°-  that  1  r! 
you  on  and  on,  and  you  understand  how  runaways  feel- 

Za^^rTV  "'''■   ^°"  -™  '->'  withouTol' 

good  dart  of  shame,  the  marauding  heart  that  ha.  its 

^2 
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•wn  wai,  in  .tinging  .i,  .nd  over  wild  mm.  «,d  for  it. 
own  win  would  d.e  vaingloriou.ly.  r«:ld«  wd  ghd  „ 
ito  brother  element..  * 

And  Rob  lud  b.«,  pri,oned  .w.j  fror  the  mighty 
g.nopmg  horw  of  the  deep  th.t  h«l  .o  o.ten  flung  out 
.  beckonmg  mane  to  him.    Thi.  w..  hi.  flr.t  .aillince 

^  .'""/*  •"■"  *°  ^'"'"  ^^'  God  Help  IT_  di,.i- 
pated  lordhng  crouched  ruefully  in  the  .tern  of  my 
boat;  now  he  ,tood  erect  and  fearle...  a.  h.nd.ome  a 
feUow  a.  ever  I  ,et  ....  „pon.    But  the  .pirit  of  the 

npped  the  foam  up  had  entered  into  him.  Thi.  it 
WM  to  be  a  man,  to  wil  out  thu..  Not  the  meek  bear- 
ing of  a  yoke. 

I  had  fore.een  the  temptation  thi.  whole  day'.  bu.i- 
ne.  would  be  to  Rob.  The  train  went  from  Waldeck 
m  the  afternoon    at  an  hour  when  ^  mu.t  ineviU- 

t\^  ?'"  '"*'"«  ^'  ««»••     H»    Pock-t'   would 
J^fuU  of  money  once  more.     I  had  talked  it  over  with 

"Take  him,  Jim"  .he  .aid.  "He  mu.t  be  put  to 
the  te.t  .ometime."  And  then,  very  gravely  a.  Yt 
«unking  to  her.elf  far  away,  .he  .aid,"  He  :S'Za' 
But  women  know  neither  the  .ea  nor  the  heart  of  . 

.  "-f  II'"  '^"^"  *'  '""^  '"^-     ^«t  d'd  'ft*  =a«.  I 

rZe  f     r\u  "'  *°  "^""^  P*°P'"=  -■*  "»  beauty, 
no  more  for  h.m  than  for  the  re.t  of  the  universe  whom 

.tSranXity!'  ""^  '°-""  -"■^-^  -^"^  ^- 
Rob  was  not  going  to  stand-I  felt  it  in  my  bone. 


i 


'  . 


Ill  I 
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•iI.-eg.,^edhin,now.    I  loTed  the  l,d.    I  wwted  him 
to  h-^T  the  teet. 

-The  iea,  and  .he  wide  bearin'i  of  it,  hri  tempted 
me  ot,  o'  time.,  Rob."  I  «dd.  «  But  IVe  hung  'round. 
Tell  the  truth,  I've  felt  .  K,rt  of  concern  .bout  M.rv 
Stmg.r«.  Bate  might-.trike  her.  Or  .he  might  be 
left  there,  ..ck  .nd  .lone.  Some  h.rm  might  h.ppen 
her;  «,d-though  .he',  nothing  to  me,  .nd  never  c.n 
be,  except  the  best  friend  I  ever  hwl,  yet  .he  kind  o' 
dr.w.  me-.he  hold.  me.  Mwiy'.  the  time  .he',  told 
me,  .h.rp,  me.ning  it  for  my  ..ke,  I  know,  to  go  off 
where  I  could  do  better;  but  I  .ort  of  hung  'round 
with»  hwling  di«tMce,  m  ye  might  My." 

«SheV  worthy  of  it,"  «ud  Rob.  «,d  hi.  flu.hed 
tanned  fwe  .tr.ightened  out  drawn  and  thin  a.  he 
.poke. 

"  Jim,  you  under.tand.  if  it  wa.  for  her.  if  .he  were 
my  w.f.^h,  God-living  „d  digging  there  in  Power 
L^tH-iwijrthmg  wouldn't  be  h.rd.  It  would  be  great, 
Jim.  But  I'm  up  .gainst  .omething  rocky  that  I  don't 
clewly  under.Und,  either;  «,d  the  very  thought  of  it 
wckrais  me,  old  man." 

«  Well,  I've  looked  at  it  thi,  way:  if  I  could  care  for 
her  and  guard  her  a  bit,  if  I  could  only  win  her  re.pect ; 
.mce  I  could  not  have  her  love,  her  rcpect  i.  a  mighty 
good  gauge  o  go  by  when  a  man',  tryin'-to  make  a 
man  of  mm.elf ." 

"Ye.,"  wid  Rob,  and  a  tingling  look  of  pain  turned 
hi.  face  red  again.  «  Ye.,  that',  tr-ie,  Jim.  And  you 
have  been  a  guard  and  a  help  to  her,  in  way.  .ome  of 
u.  know,  though  the  doesn't  begin  to  know  it  aU.  But 
«•  for  me,  Jim,  I've  been  more  of  a  worry  to  her  than 
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M.rg,t_for  he  >.  one  not  to  give  it  up-.nd  if  .h. 

fT  '7!:  r'  '*°"'*  ^""^  "•  '  ~""  '•«=•  it  °"t,  what 
Ive  undertaen  to  do,  I  don't  know  «  it  wouJd  be  of 
•ny  tut."  " 

"  WeU,  if  you  were  jurt  doing  it  for  her  to  look  at. 

^ntr«^  J''^  "  '"  ""*•  ^"*  •'  y-"'^'  ""'de  a 
contract  between  yourHf  and  the  A'mighty  to  light 
^^  flght  out  like  the  .plendid  gentle»an*a„d  wrX 
^t  you  are.  Rob  Hilton,  why.  of  course,  you  wouldn't 

~lung  on  or  not      Be.Ide..  I  don't  know  tha*  if.  iZ 

^     and  I  tell  ye  right  now.  it  would  break  her 

home  .tuttenng  and  jilly  with  drink,  now  » 

ZLI       ^'  '"^  '  ■™'''  P"'*""*  ««>  the  hopele.. 
weetneas  of  the  thon^t. 

" Then  yon  don't  know  her" 

thrl?'*  ""'*  'T'"  """^  P°°'  »"'"  "that-,  philan- 
thropy, pure  and  .i„.p,e.     I  don't  give  a  tujpence 

.oZv'^  "T''*,'^  "*  *'^"  "»"=  ""^  the  same  things 
^etbng  .t.adf'.t-.omething  to  hold  by;  .„d,^ 
God.  I  beheve  .he's  right  Look  at  Bate-he  think, 
ometime,  he  love.  Cuby,  but  what  doe.  that  kind  of 
love  amount  to?  " 

I  had  forgotten  for  the  instant  Rob',  relation  to 

«^L7k     \  "'   '""-^   '"^^  •""*  ''hite.     Then   he 
spoke,  through  set  teeth. 
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"  J?]i  ^°"  Tf^""  """*  ''•"  ^'"^  ^»**  Stiagaree?  •' 
JNo,  lad— not  for  a  minute." 

bJk^i^h"h"f  ^'^r  "  ""'  ""•'  ^^-^  tumea  them 
wack,  then  he  bit  his  lips  and  melted. 

of  hiWh  ""V"  j'\''"'*'  "  '  -»  ««"«  to  make  a  chum 
but  I  h^  fi"t  came-and  there's  excuse  for  him; 

Dut  1  had  a  great  chance  in  the  world     Oh    T,™   »k  I 
a  fool  rve  been!    What  a  fool,  fool,  Ll!    I  S^^M 

Power  Lot   nor  any  other  day  of  mj  past  life  again." 
Were  right  there,  now.     You  take  the  hli  o' 
yerself  an'  yer  life  this  blessed  minute,  an'  it'Dr^ust 
the  same  as  if  ye'd  always  steered." 

"What?    That  isn't  true." 
I  Jn^"  "^°^  "^'"^  °°  ^""S  principles,  then.    But 

IZt     rr  °"  T"^  """"P'-^^-     I  >^"-  -h»t  I'm 
about.    So  long  as  Pm  steering  steady,  so  long  as  Pm 

"teermg  true,  and  my  hand  fails  not  and  my  hear" 

quaiL,  not,  who's  a-going  to  throw  it  up  at  Tthlt  I 

Ijen  shipwrecked  once  on  a  time,  or  run  IJoZ    n  L 

.hoa^ssomewheres?    What  do  I  care  if  they  do?    Who 

Am  t  get  wrecked  in  one  way  'r  another?    That  ain't 

the  point;  it's  what  Pm  doing  no.  concemrme,  L 

beX   1'^IH  "T^  "'"'  """"^  '•"'  '  "-"^  the  sea 
wt^  Vr      .        '"'^  *°  """  '"  »•"'•     I  know  better 
where  the  rocks  an'  shoals  lays  for  me.  Rob." 
Well,  that  may  be  true." 

was   and  I  shaU  come  into  port  by  an'  by  like  a  man 
ought  to  come.     Best  o'  aU,  maybe,  I  got  a  baUa.'  o' 
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Prty  along  with  me  now  fr  all  manner  o'  shipwrecked 

hei  ::rf"n- '  f*  '•"'*  "°*'^"''  -  '•  ^^^^ "? 

nelm  now— I  got  gain  by  it."  ^ 

at  u'tW^r'  '""^  '  '^""'^  "^  '^  ••«  -'^«»  ^"-"^ 

timlf  °^^'"""'^u°'  '"'"''"  "*  *•>'=  ^''y  y°"  ««t  out  »ome- 

r'an'd  i"t*°  *'""'^'  ^""''^  «^*  "P  -  y°"  hind 
legs   ana  stay  there,  and   steer  yourself   on,   with   a 

course,  like  the  brave  cuss  you  be." 

h  Jf  ^'irl  *"  ?^''  ''"*  ^''""^tWng  of  this  bright  day 

he  had  no  hope  to  win,  and  maybe  he  was  thinking  it 

ZL  Ti:  ":  ''"'"^•"='''  *''"'^°-'  'f  '^^  dirked  th 
whole  fight      I  tried  to  buoy  myself  up  to  hope  for 

coming.     He  ^covered  from  his  fit  of  depression,  but 

freedom.     Never  siren   sang  to  tempted  man  as  the 
elements  sang  to  Rob  that  day.  «  as  the 

He  did  not  seem  to  crave  the  drink,  even  when  he  had 
an  opportunity  that  it  was  not  considered  on  bi  T- 
hte  among  the  Waldeckers,  to  refuse.  When  we  h^ 
sold  his  potatoes  at  a  fancy  price  at  Burt's  malLt^ 
and  they  were  fancy  potatoes  too,  having  turned  out 
ex  ra  „h  ,  p«tty,  as  things  somefimes  do  ^or 
ehiWren  and  folks  who  don't  understand  the  gamll 
Burt  said,  friendly:  «  game— 

"Come  on  over  across  and  take  somethin'  to  swash 
the  mildew  out  o'  yer  throats.     Come  „n.»     He "L 

Id  had  a  chance  to  tip  the  wink  to  Burt  beforehj 
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not  to  be  offering  hia  hospitalities.     I  need  not  have 
had  any  fears  on  that  score. 

"Thank  you  very  much,"  said  Rob,  as  monotonous 
•nd  indifferent  as  youVe  sometimes  heard  a  boy  speak 
h.s  piece  in  school.  « I  don't  drink  I  don't  care  for 
It.    1 11  wait  for  you,  Jim." 

«0h,  Jim  ain't  got  into  long  pants  yet,  neither," 
•aid  Burt,  laughmg.  "The  invitation  was  to  you, 
youn^  man.  Wal',  if.  .  fo„I  thing,  this  drinkin'. 
Give  my  regards  to  the  rest  o'  the  infant  class,"  he 
remarked  drolly,  in  a  low  tone,  as  we  went  out. 

Rob  drew  me  out  of  sight  with  him  into  the  lee  of 
an  old  shop,  and  counted  his  money  again.  Two  hun- 
dred dollars  in  banknotes. 

"And  not  long  ago  I  was  swiping  an  egg  to  get  a 
postage  stamp,  Jim,"  he  chuckled,  and  his  white  teeth 
shone. 

He  took  out  a  twenty-doUar  note,  put  it  in  his 
purse,  Md  stowed  away  the  rest  in  an  inside  pocket, 
with  a  double  row  of  pins-which  I  was  able  to  make 
over  to  him  from  the  lapel  of  my  coaf^-as  a  further 
safeguard  to  his  treasure. 

"I  am  going  into  potato-raising,"  said  Rob,  joy- 
ously, as  we  swung  off.  « I'„  going  i„to  the  business 
on  a  big  scale,  Jim.  Your  Burt,  there,  told  me  he'd 
T  h  ""If  P."'*  ""y  1»«°«ty  o'  such  potato,  as  those 
I  brought  him.  I'll  have  more  land  when  I  rent  the 
1  reet  p  ace,  and  another  season,  I'U  have  a  thousand 
dollars  "-he  patted  his  breast,  where  the  money  lay- 
where  now  I've  only  two  hundred.    I  shouldn't  wonder 

me.     Good  Lord !  "  spoke  this  son  of  a  speculator,  «  I 
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2ti    \      T/"  '•  '  S-"""^"™  »t  th"  business,  and 

that    U  .tow  away  two  h^dred  doUars  in  his  pocket 
th.  ««,on-what  are  you  .il  thinking  of,  I  wondL" 

So  elated  was  he,  he  had  even  forgotten  the  yora- 
c>o„s  hunger  on  which  we  had  passed  some  sy„.patretL 
remarks  only  a  little  while  before. 

be'lT'";  f"^'  ^  "^^  *'"''''"»  °^  '^''»'"'  «"d  there'll 
be  lots  of  dmners  to  be  looked  out  for.  if  you  stand  as 

Utaes.  and  chances  of  poor  luck,  and  all  that.  Go 
careful  on  that  two  hundred  dollars,  Rob  " 

h.rT  7f^  ^"'"'  "^  ^^"'^  '•''»  »«-"'  <^-d  per- 
haps I  did  unwisely  to  harp  on  that  sfring  of  mea„ 
necessity  and  hard  duty.    Rob's  inflation  .,  »  ^ 

;^^:.^j     1        1     •  mnaiion  as  a  moneved 

md,v,dual,  and-for  the  first  time  in  his  life-^  .po/ter 
of  banknotes  earned  through  his  own  efforts,  at... 
dantly  sustained  him,  though. 

shoulder,  I'm  starving.  It's  my  treat  this  time,  min J 
you.  I  owe  aU  I  got  to  you,  anyway.  We'U  blow  out 
for  all  the  grub  they  can  show  up.  Where  are  the 
frescoed  dimng-halls  of  Waldrck,  eh?  » 

Now,  I  had  quite  a  bit  of  n.oney  saved  in  the  bank- 
a^ot  much  but  more  than  Rob  had  snugged  against  his 
breast.  But  he  had  all  the  air  of  a  riS  man''  It  wa, 
mgramed  m  km,  and  a  sort  of  ease  and  grace,  bom 

that  his't™.  r;  "  ''  "*  ^'^  "°*  ■""''«  ""y  'I'ff^ence 
that  h.s  hands  had  grown  rough,  and  that  linen  collars 
and  cufFs  were  a  dream  of  the  past.  He  looked  ^ve.  y 
■nch  an  easy  gentleman,  and  as  if  he  were  sporting  in 


It 


I 
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of^Se  tt^"'  ""'  ^-''*''-''---  J-t  'or  the  ,ar. 
We  had  our  meal  together  at  the  only  restaurant  Jn 
in  from  the  water  on  one  side,  and  the  infernal  suction 

iZTT",r  *'^ '"''''' "'''  -  ^''^  *»">*  ^-n" 

and  w,th  .t  knocked  the  vinegar  cruet  into  the  sugar 
bowl  and  swept  the  pepper-box  clean  off  on  toT 

wefk"''  tI'!!,"""''  "°*'"'*'''t-ding  that  the  tea  was 
hehtdbl'\t:ng"gor"''  ""'''-'  "'''  ''■"  -  '' 

on'Jflu^^"^-     "Great  Tamarack,  no!    We  li.o 

ae::t;X";tu7''r°^^^^^^ 

blow."  '  '''^*  maiden— let  her 

«u^-r:^;tirt^Lir-:-^-the 

t.ve  fizz.  Hasten-the  compound  waits  only  for  the 
enhvemng  apphcation  of  saleratus."  The  gale  bkw 
h.s  fa.r  ha,r  m  a  tangle  over  his   forehead    and  hZ 

rpart:L';  "^""  "*'""  '•=^*'"''^«^  ^^-^^^  ^J^"*  ^al 

"I  tell  you,"  she  murmured,  with  an  air  of  confid- 
you  call  ,t-you  can  get  it  fine  over  to  the  hotel.    This 
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place  «m't  got  no  style  to  it,  «.yway.  You  can  get 
champagne,  or  anything  you  want,  over  to  the  hotel; 
•t.  a  lot  better  than  this  place,  and  stylisher."  She 
tossed  her  head,  as  one  with  cosmopolitan  experience 
though  circumscribed  in  vocation  by  low  necessity. 

Rob  put  on  a  sober  look.  «  You  ought  not  to  tell 
tha  to  young  feUows  from  the  country,"  said  he  whim- 
»ically.  However,  I  am  not  going  to  the  hotel.  I'm 
a  married  man,  I  believe,  and  I  am  going  down  here 
to  the  furniture  store  to  get  some  housekeeping  things 
for  -J  Tootsy-Wootsy.  Isn't  that  so.  Captain  Tu^ 
bmef  Come,  Captain,  however  regretfuUy,  I  suppose 
we  must  be  on  the  move." 

He  haled  me  forth  by  my  official  title,  leaving  a  fee 
for  the  girl  on  the  table.  She  picked  it  up,  but  did  not 
even  thank  hmi:  she  watched  his  retreat  from  the  door 
so  sadly. 

«  Come  on,  Jim,"  said  the  light-hearted  Rob,  « I'm 
going  to  blow  out  this  twenty  doU^rs  in  some  parlor 
Jmick-knacks  to  please  Cuby." 

The  very  fact  that  he  urged  me  to  go  with  him  scat- 
tered every  lingering  doubt  in  my  mind  as  to  his  re- 
habihty  and  good  faith.  I  had  business  of  my  own  to 
attend  to,  and  we  had  only  an  hour  before  the  tide 
would  serve  for  sailing  back.  As  for  the  train,  Rob 
had  never  once  looked  that  way,  though  there  was  a 
great  noise  of  loading  freight  fr.m  the  wharf  in  the 
distance,  and  the  engine  stood  puffing  there  in  the 
yards. 

I  went  on  about  my  own  affairs.  At  two  o'clock  I 
went  down  to  the  boat,  as  agreed.  There  were  Rob's 
parlor  gipjcracks  nicely    towed  away,  and  I  whistled 
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^ut,  getting  ready  to  run  up  sail,  gure  every  moment 
I'd  see  his  bright  face  appearing  to  me. 

Rob  did  not  come.  It  was  time  for  the  train  to  puU 
out  from  the  yard.  The  kd  might  be  watching  among 
the  loafers  there.  He  was  a  great  hand  for  a  laugh 
and  a  joke  with  anybody  and  a  bit  of  excitement.  So 
I  marched  over,  but  there  was  no  handsome,  stalwart 
Rob  m  that  slouching  group.  Something  got  a  hard 
grip  at  my  heart.  I  rushed  through  every  car  on  the 
tram,  searching.  I  knew  the  conductor.  He  let  me 
work  my  way,  tumbling  and  searching,  through  the 
freight. 

"What's  up,  Jim?"  he  caUcd  to  me,  and  "All 
aboard,"  in  the  ^jne  breath,  and  the  train  was  moving 
when  I  jumped. 

Probably  Rob  was  down  in  the  boat  waiting  for  me. 
Still  I  did  not  doubt  him,  and  I  turned,  shamefaced, 
trustmg  that  he  had  not  seen  my  crazy  leap  from  th,- 
tram.  I  could  see  the  boat  stepping  idly  to  her  anchor 
m  the  harbor,  but  no  blond  head  shining  there.  Still 
I  did  not  doubt.  He  was  loitering  about  somewhere  in 
the  dirty  little  town;  some  tobacconist's,  or  candy  shop 
(with  a  special  thought  to  Rhody),  or  some  dog  fight 
or  Punch  and  Judy  show— that  would  be  Rob,  nursing 
out  his  holiday  to  the  fullest  extent. 

So  I  paced  up  and  down  the  one  "Main"  street, 
looking  in  everywhere,  and  making  my  affectedly  light- 
hearted  inquiry. 

«  Seen  a  tall  fellow  ?-good-looking,  light  hair,  blue 
flannel  shirt,  sort  of  showy  necktie;  thought  you  might 
a  seen  him  swaggering  along  somewhere»-^ne-look- 
mg  fellor,  you'd  'a'  noticed  him." 
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"  Seen  him  around  with  ^tm,  whiles  back,"  waa  the 

invariable  response;  "  ain't  seen  him  since." 

Search  was  made  at  the  hotel;  there  too  I  knew  the 

proprietor.     Back   and   forth   from   the  town   to   the 

boat  1  went.     At  dusk  I  entered  the  forlorn  restaurant 

agam. 

"You  seen  my  friend  anywherr?"  I  said  carelessly, 
to  the  girl.  ^ 

"  Te,  he! »  she  tittered,  "  I  thought  you'd  lose  him. 
No,  /  am't  seen  him,"  she  added,  with  the  regretful 
accents  of  truth. 

I  ordered  my  supper  as  the  natural  excuse  for  my 
entrance. 

" '  Tootsy-Wootsy'  '11  have  to  wait  a  while  for  her 
pretty  things,"  said  Miss,  knowingly,  as  she  brought 
me  my  tea.     «  Hubby's  over  to  the  hotel  getting  some 
fizz,'  after  all,  I  reckon." 
"  No,"  said  I,  cheerily;  «  he  ain't  that  kind." 
And  I  forced  down  my  supper,  though  the  food  choked 
me. 

Then,  from  Main  Street  to  the  boat,  with  an  air  of 
loafing  and  sauntering,  I  alternated,  like  the  pendulum 
of  a  clock.  I  gave  up  the  boat,  and  paced  the  street 
till  the  last  light  went  out  and  every  shed  and  store  was 
black  as  the  night  staring  coldly  at  me;  and  then  I 
began  to  curse  Hob  in  my  soul,  for  a  weak  liar  and  a 
coward. 

I  took  a  room  at  the  hotel  and  turned  in  to  bed  I 
could  not  sleep.  My  love  for  Rob  had  turned  to  stone 
I  longed  to  see  him  beaten,  thrashed,  and  I  would  have 
i^orne  a  hand  in  doing  it.  But  to  go  back  without  him 
to-morrow,  tlie  cause  of  his  ruin;  who  had  so  trusted 
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him.  and  who  would  have  given  my  lifeblood  for  him- 

to  go  back  without  him,  and  to  meet  Mary! 

I  ground  my  teeth.  «  The  cur,  he  i.,»  I  .aid,  M  the 
thankle.8,  foolish,  .elfish,  mi.erable  cur."  And  thu. 
anchored  on  the  rock  of  indignation,  with  wearinc  in 
every  bone,  I  .ank  off  into  a  troubled  .leep. 


CHAPTER    XXn 

"  HE    Will,  STAND  " 

when  a  repeated  knocking  at  my  door  wakened  me  * 

I  cared  no  more  than  as  if  I  had  been  lead-my  heart 

was  leaden;  my  senses,  numbed  by  chagrin  and  desn^V 

were  leaden.    It  might  be  aftemo'Ln-f  might  b^sfC 

.ng  over  stiU  another  tide  for  all  I  cared.  ^ 

The  knockmg  grew  more  distinct. 

Who  is  therc^and  what  do  ye  want?  »  I  growled. 

J.n..'  8a>d  a  voice,  and  I  started  from  my  M 

irofRor"^^'""'^''-^-"'^-^."^^^ 

Jllf.""?;"  ^  "■""''"'  *°  -"^-l^-     But  it  was  he- 
ao^-and  I  sprang  to  the  door  and  opened  it. 

Such  a  sight  never  saw  I  before  in  the  gray  of  the 

behmd  us.  H.S  haar  was  matted  with  blood,  his  face 
bruised  and  caked  with  mire  and  blood,  his  hiA  t,d 
S::r  ^'^  '-  -"«'■  •"^^  "-  '-■^  ^ung  h^ples,  at 

in  J  ll  ^f"''  ■  "  r^  ''  """^  '''««  tJ"^  -rk  of  bath- 
Z^I  hTd  h^  ?  '''  '^"""'^^  -'*''°"*  -other  worS. 
When  I  had  h.s  face  recognizable  again,  and  found 

that  It  was  ahnost  worse,  he  lay  back  on  the  pillows  hi. 

e  a  man  s  who  has  been  to  the  grave  itself. 
«9j 
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Jim,"  Mid  he  hoamljr,  "  I  never  touched  a  drop. 
Jun— I  give  you  my  word,  before  my  Creator,  there 
WB»  no  drink — in  this  night's  buiinesi." 

"  I  believe  you,  Rob.    Never  mind  about  explaining 
now.    Rest  a  bit." 

And — they  took  my  money — every  scrap  of  it." 

"What!    In  God's  name " 

"  I  went— after  we  parted  there— to  get  the  things 

for  Cuby— and  I  carried  them  down  to  the  boat " 

"  Wait  a  bit,  wait  a  bit,  laddie— let's  fix  these  pillows 

here.    There's  time  enough,  wait  a  little,  now " 

"No— I  want  to  tell  you.  Then  I  went  back  to  the 
town  and  bought  some  little  trifles— for  Mrs.  Skipper 
and  Rhody— and  I  bought  half-a-dozen  cigars.  I'm 
such  a  dam'  fool  of  a  young  one,  Jim,  I'd  had  that  pleas- 
ing my  mind  and  tickling  my  shopping-list,  all  the  time, 
how  I'd  get  half-a-dozen  prime  cigars  for  you  and  me 
to  smoke  going  home." 

He  smiled,  and  I  let  him  take  his  own  way  for  reel- 
ing off'  his  yam,  for  it  was  lying  heavy  on  him  tiU  it 
was  spoken.  He  was  there— Roh,  himself— with  truth 
shining  like  sunlight  on  his  poor,  hurt  face;  and  if  any 
degree  of  the  high  joy  and  gush  of  love  and  yearning 
that  I  felt  for  him  then  showed  in  the  smile  I  gave  him 
back,  he  must  have  thought  I  was  a  soft  one  for  a  son 
of  Neptune. 

"  And  I  got  them,"  he  went  on,  "  and  coming  out  of 
the  shop— you  know  how  the  quarry  runs  along  there 
—dark— back  of  the  shops— for  a  ways,  along  there 
—I  thought,  if  I  could  get  into  an  alleyway  maybe 
It  would  shut  off'  the  wind  enough  for  me  to  strike  a 
match — and  light  up  my  old  pipe. 
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"I  WM  holding  the  match  protected  in  the  scoop  of 
my  h«,d— «nd  wa«  leaning  forward  to  light  up— when 
a  blow  with  a  loaded  club  .truck  me— terribly— on  the 
head-and.  Jim,  the  U.t  thinp  I  «tw,  and  aU  I  .aw  in 
Uiat  fla.h  a.  I  feIl-hu,h-you  come  nearer-I  .aw 
Bate  Stingaree'.  hand.  I  know  that  hand-and  I  .aw 
.t.  It  wa.  there,  uim,  over  me-a.  .ure  a.  judgment 
day— I  know  that  hand— and  I  saw  it. 

"The  next  thing  I  knew— when  I  came  to— I  wa. 
lymg  among  the  rock,  and  mir^at  the  bottom  of  that 
quarry ;  but  where  I  wa.,  at  fir.t,  I  did  not  know.  Jim. 
It  wa.  hell-black-dead  o>  night-and  one  arm  no 
good— only  sending  tortures  through  me.  I  felt  the 
nure  around  m^and  I  crawled  and  felt  the  rocks  each 
tide;  and  it  may  have  been— I  don't  know  how  long- 
before  the  blow  came  back  to  me,  and  the  .ight,  sure, 
of  that  dreadful,  familiar  hand— and  I  realized  that  I 
h«l  been  thrown  over  into  the  quarry  for  dead;  and  if 
Id  come  to  half  an  hour  later,  the  tide  that  fills  up 
everything  would  have  covered  me,  too. 

"I  did  not  cry  out  nor  call— I  thought  thev  might 
be  hiding  somewhere  about.  I  tried  to  climb  out,  but 
m  the  darkness  I  had  to  go  by  feeling,  and  only  one 
arm  to  work  with-and  I'd  fall  back  and  have  to  begin 
again.  How  long  it  seemed  down  there,  Jim,  only  God 
knows— till  morning  came  enough  so  I  could  see  the 
outhne  of  things— faint— and  then  I  managed  to  cHmb 
up:  and  I  reasoned  it  out  you  would  be  here  at  the 
hotel.  My  body  was  in  agony;  but  I  think  that 
blow " 

Rob   actually   laughed,    and    the   sunken    blue   eyes 
darlcened  vide  w^^i  mirth— "  I   think  that  blow  hk. 
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faocked  .11  fe.r  out  of  „,e.  /o-  big  thing^  or  1 «".. 

forevermore.    I  ..w  thing,  dc.r.    llin^pof up  here! 

he  j«„,tor  „d  hi.  boy  were  pottering  aVound  gath^ 

2  --  kindling.  i„  the  .hed..  .nd^he  bacrdt. 

ZJ^I'  .{  ^^Tf  '"•  "°*  ~"»«  ''»«th"  they  ..w 
me  or  not-hey  did  not  .ee  m^no  one  el.e  wa.^tir- 
nng^      I  went  up  to  the  .late  where  they  regi.ter  guc.t. 

Lr  rl        '  "".'  u"""'  ^°"  "'™  -"^  »»••  "-^- 
your  room-.nd  here  I  am.    God  ble..  you.  Jim.  i.  it 

re^Jy  y-.ur  face  looking  down  at  me?    I  thought  once 

I   .houl.1    4e    there    without    getting    to    you.      And 

I  m  dea^jed  out-a  pauper  agai„-a  penJle...  eri,. 

in  '7°\r't"°*  *^'"*  *°  ^  "'pp'«j-"  '"d  I.  ""d 

«  -  week',  fme  you'll  be  a.  pretty  a.  ever.  But  I'm 
gomg  out  to  get  .ome  liniment  and  band..^,  f„r 
ttat  arm  of  your..     You  lie  back  now  and  take  a 

"Since  you  give  me  my  choice,"  .aid  Rob,  .till  carry- 
mg  on  by  way  of  a  joke,  though  hi,  teeth  were  chatter- 
".g  wjth  pa.n  "I'll  wait  to  take  my  „ap  tiU  you've 
brought  sometkng  to  ea.e  thi.  arm.    Say,  L,  it'hurt, 

Ll:~J.TL^;:^r''-  ^^*— *•.--.  a  good 

I  had  a  doctor  there  within  the  next  fifteen  minute,. 

Better  give  h,m  a  little  nip  o'  something  to  brace 

tZ  T.     .  ■  I ""'  °"*  "'"''''  '*>«  ""*«er  with  thi.  .  m." 

dol."  "   "«°^'=''""^'   "l-*'"  pretty  weU  run 

nI°'''/T*^*  *°  "'°'^'  '"'  '  ''°"'*  ^»"t  any  do.e." 
Rob  rephed  impatiently.    «  r«  gam^this  isn't  a  pi^- 
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ht)!"^'  ''"  "^  *'•"'"«"•  -'  •»«»  bod, 
nurry  up,  pleate— get  to  work." 

no  o  rif.  ttdff  rr.'°°'  '^'"'"^  -'•  -'' '»"  --^ 
that  I  Li::  .i  "g/icVriu'  ""rr  '°"'" 

pocket,  .fter  .«;  .Jt„  ;:J    °  f,";!;-  L°  .■"  Rof. 
for  ,o™.  .hole  clothe,  for  S  lad     I  /^'^r*  ""' 

.eel*bli„  oTS^tun  Th  f"'  ^°"  '^""''^  "■"-* 

Hob  had  l:;  t"^e  r„d  :*'\i'"''"?  -  ^'^■-^  -*"  '*• 
bruised  body  ::r:j:'jje  %aT''' "'  ^-"^  '-" 

grateful  for  that  to  n^yly" „  ItiVT:  *°  '"' 
my  boat  and  overhauled  hlT,    l^'       .  ^""^  *° 

for  .ailing  if  r1Tu\  """  ""  '"  ^^''dine.. 

day.     A,  I  weft  bai°   ,    "'^  '*  '"  '*  '''*"  '"  '"^^ 
y      iU  1  went  back  along  Main  Street    I  heard  the 
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usual  clattering  in  the  restaurant,  and  the  impulse  took 
me  to  turn  in  there.  By  the  time  I  had  discussed  some 
breakfast,  and  put  a  few  observations  to  the  table-girl, 
the  bank  would  be  open  and  I  could  get  through  busi- 
ness and  make  back  to  feed  and  clothe  the  nestling,  who 
would  be  eager  for  trying  his  wings  again  as  soon  as 
possible. 

"  Wal',"  said  the  girl  commiseratingly,  "  here  you 
be  again,  all  by  your  lonesome.  I  guess  he  found  the 
hotel,  all  right,  and  hasn't  had  to  use  no  saleratus  to 
make  his  drink  beady — te-he!  He's  takin*  a  good,  long 
nap  this  momin',  I  reckon  ?  " 

"  That's  just  where  you  are  mistaken,"  said  I  gayly ; 
"  he  hasn't  touched  a  drop  of  drink  of  any  kind.  He't 
all  right." 

Her  face  fell,  and  she  said  insolently,  "  Why  doesn't 
he  come  and  have  breakfast  with  you,  then?  " 

"Oh,  he's  a  swell;  he'll  take  his  breakfast  at  the 
hotel,"  I  made  answer ;  "  he's  something  rather  choice." 
She  set  the  remaining  dishes  down  very  noisily  at  my 
plate. 

"You  didn't  see  any  other  friends  o'  mine  in  here 
yesterday,  did  ye?"  said  I,  with  a  bald  attempt  at 
being  genial. 

"  You  must  be  a  lunkhead,"  she  rejoined,  "  how  do  I 
know  who  your  friends  are?  " 

"Sure.  You're  right.  But,  for  instance  now,  a 
dark  fellow,  sort  of  surly  acting, — wonder  if  you  saw 
him?  " 

"Guess  he  wasn't  anxious  for  your  compa-y.  Him 
and  another  man  sneaked  in  here,  soon  as  you  "nd 
your  •  choice '  article  left." 


"HE    WILL   STAND' 


801 


"Him  and  the  Frenc?'.iriHi  ■  '* 
"  French  or  Dutch  o    Portugce,  w:  at  do  I  care?  " 
"Of  course  not."         j  ,aoe(i  a     l<  for  her  on  the 
table    and  spoke  lighUy.     --  They  did  not  say  among 
themselves  where  they  left  their  boat,  did  they?     She 
wasn't  visible  in  liarbor." 

«  No,"  said  she  shortly.  «  They  acted  like  k  pair 
of  sneaks,  and  gobbled  their  vittles,  and  lit  out.  Thank 
ye"— she  picked  up  the  silver,  but  husUed  about  as 
though  it  were  my  business  to  be  gone.  Rob  would 
never  have  had  such  brusque  treatment  at  her  hands. 
Little  I  cared.  Rob's  vision  of  the  familiar  hand  as  he 
fell  was  no  hallucination.  If  the  blow  had  cleared  his 
head,  it  had  mazed  and  staggered  mine. 

That  Bate  mingled  some  idiocy  with  his  brutality, 
I  knew.  But  how  could  he  follow  us  to  Waldeck  and 
dine  immediately  after  we  did  at  the  restaurant,  and 
expect  to  go  undetecteu  of  those  criminating  circum- 
stances? Then  I  remembered  the  slow,  morbid  working 
of  his  mind,  with  hate  and  revenge  paramount  as  a 
motive;  he  had  meant,  no  doubt,  to  "  make  a  good  job 
of  it,"  and  by  a  hand's  turn  luck  might  have  favored 
him.  A  few  moments  more  and  the  tide  would  have 
sucked  in  over  Rob. 

If  the  lad's  body  had  been  discovered  at  ebb  tide  the 
conclusion  would  have  been  that  he  had  staggered  along 
the  quarry  edge  hopelessly  drunk,  and  had  faUen  over; 
his  wounds  would  all  have  been  accounted  for  by  that 
fact.  It  was  that  one  glimmer  of  a  marked  hand  before 
Rob's  reeling  senses  that  fixed  the  crime  at  Bate's  door. 
Not  only  would  he  have  thrown  Rob's  body  to  de- 
struction, but  the  fair  name  for  which  the  boy  had 
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rtn^ggled  80  painfuUy  ami  long;  that  would  have  g„„e 
dowiv  too   w,th  the  undeserved  stigma  of  "drunk.rf  » 

1  ^I  thf  ,      T   "*"""  """  ^''"^'''— h°  had  proven 

L!,         .'  1""'  '"  "P"'  "^  '^"y  temptation,  had 
stood  erect  and  true. 

And  one  complication  of  it  was  that  Mary  must  not 
know  the  detail,  of  this  day's  work.  To  shield  and 
rescue  Bate  she  had  spent  life  and  substance.  To  save 
hnn  m  the  end  was.  after  all,  her  chief  earthly  ambition. 
She  must  not  know.     I  would  seek  him  out  by  himself, 

rl  r  i:f  **""  *''""«••  ^  *«"J-  He  should 
..alk  straight  hereafter  for  fear  of  me.  But  Mary 
must  not  know.  ^ 

So  I  did  my  errands  in  the  town,  winning  out  to  this 
conclusion  of  the  matter,  and  with  the  next  tide  Rob 
and  1  set  sail  for  home.  .  c  was  not  till  we  had  clipped 
past  Barstake  Island  to  a  fair  wind  that  Rob,  fingerL 
over  his  new  jacket  with  his  able  hand,  found  the 
rT'vlT"^  ^J  *''°  '"'"  °^  P'"'-  J""*  "  the  old  one 
found  the  roU  of  two  hundred  dollars. 

JiIST"  ^°y'/™'"  '"■''  ">*  ^"y-  ^  '  <!"««  'oice  that 
behed  the  malediction  of  his  words ;  and  he  put  his  head 
down  .nd  sobbed  before  he  could  speak  again 

"You  know  what  I  meant,  Jim.  You're  enough  to 
make  a  man  want  to  live,  just  because  there  is  such  a 
one  as  you  to  be  his  friend.  But  I  can't  take  it.  Jim." 
See  here,  said  I,  reasonable,  "there  ain't  any 
sentiment  about  this.  I'd  give  my  blood  for  you.  ij, 
and  all  I  have  for  you,  for  that  matter.     Yo Jre  tn^ 

.f  nothing  h«l  happened.    Mary  must  not  know  about 
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tibi,  business  of  Bate's.     She  never  would  know    from 

ffOU 

f  J  'ITm  '''T'/"'"  '^'  ''P'™'^''^  '°y»lty  '"d  vindica- 
tion that  blazed  in  his  eyes. 

"I  know  that,  Rob.  Never  would  she  have  known 
from  you  I  don't  need  your  word.  I  would  take  my 
dymg  oath  on  .t,  on  the  Bible,  she  never  would  know. 

able.     You've  got  to  go  home  to  Mary's   with  your 
money    And  Rob,  don't  you  fret;  you'll  pay  it  back" 

you  tL?  7'"  '  ''^''''  "''  ""'y  "^  --  *an 

t?w    ?  .     V'^^'-     ^^''"''''"''  -^™  -d  I  have  got 
to  work  together  m  this  business,  hand  in  hand." 

Jim,  Im  a  great  ass  of  a  baby,  with  my  cheap 

pnde,  and  aU;  but  I  wanted  to  say  that  first  to  you- 

Mary  must  not  know.'     I've  said  it  over  and  over  to 

myself  tunes  enough.    /  wanted  to  say  it  to  you." 

You  didn't  need  to.    I  knew  it  of  you  " 

.nlJ™'  '^  '  '*°'''*  P"^  '*  ^^^'  '*  '^°"'*  be  for  lack  of 
anythmg  a  man  can  do  or  bear  or  deny  himself." 
1  know,  Rob.    You  needn't  to  talk  " 
We  went  up  to  the  Stingaree  house  together.     I 

rd  d        °  T'  ""'  """^  '"'  -"^»°b'  ^^  hi»  f«= 
patched  up  with  courtplaster   and  his  arm  in  a  sling 

IWas  mght.  and   for  some  reasons,  we  were  glad  of 

wiTn 'rf,  ''"".""y^.^^^  '"   '««   of  descent  from   a 
wmrd,  Im  surely  mighty  soft-born  of  humanity,  too, 
^  far  as  reading  people's  hearts  from  their  faciei  go 
and  something  got  settled  in  my  heart  for  good  Td 
aU  when  Mary  Stingaree  opened  the  door  anf  met" 
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foTrle^oT  .."'"■  ""^?'  •*"'*  '"  ™"  »  P'«'"«ned 
IT  °\  «'T^  "P'"  "giving  up,"  and,  on  »„y 
occaB,o„  when  they  wouldn't  do  it  voluntarily,  HavZ 
to  g:ve  up  unt,l  it  turn,  by  way  of  being  a  sort  of  Zt 
and  dnnk  to  them!  you  don't  know  but  there's  a  fasZn 
of  enjoyment  of  its  own  goes  along  with  it.  like  yoT 

best  of  ,t,  and  reckon  it's  aU  going  to  sum  up  for 
good,  somehow,  somewhere. 

It  was  not  for  old  Jim  Turbine-that  look  in  Mary's 
^es;  .t  was  not  for  any  thought  in  her  heart  for 7he 

tTaTsh  M  "*  T  "  '°'"'  '*"'«''*  -t  °f  her  sou, 

hat  she  could  not  help,  for  that  big,  winsome,  tragic- 
joy  of  a  young  man,  Robert  Hilton 

And  the  deuce  of  it  was-see  what  a  pair  of  haggard 
eyes  and  a  score  or  so  of  bruises  will  do  for  a  fellfw"- 
he  was  not  one  bit  of  a  simpleton  to  her  any  more.  '  I 
bdaeve,  true,  that  blow  a.d  fall  had  sent  him  up  instead 

to  ?oT'  r";  "'  ""'  "  ""'"  «'°"°-  f '-  heal 
der2    ;rr  /    "*"""'  «™-^-«J.  square-shoul- 

am  he  tT  7.*'°"*^'  ""'  "'''•  "■*"  his  maimed 
arm,  he  met  her  look  straight 

Bu't  ™"  ^''"«'';^^'"  -id  h^.  "  I  ™et  with  an  accident. 
But  on  my  word  as  a  man,  it  was  not  drink.  I  never 
touched  a  drop." 

"  I'm  witness  to  that,"  said  I. 

"Rob's  word  does  not  need  any  witness,"  said  Mary 

very  softly,  very  gently,  to  us  both.  ^' 

Tears  of  triumph  and  joy  sprang  to  Rob's  eyes. 

in  the  d°r"«^     T  '=°"*^"*' "'  '  ^^-^^^J  home  alone 

above  aU  flesh,  was  mortal  after  aU.     How  .w«;    to 
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-tL""^'*  ""^'^  '"^  *°  ^^  -^«'  who  had 
,        ner  mortal,  a  man  can  imaeJne      Bnf  B„k 

Moreover,  he  was  bound,  and  she  was  the  lo.     'ory 

lt"tro:;s:°'^^"^'^-'^-^'^«^-°'the«.n7 

"My  lady,"  said  I,  tramping  on  alone,  «  and  may  it 
hi  bu'tT  ""'■  ""'  ''  ''''"  '^'  ''  ''^  Turbine  can 
Hilton-as  proud  as  it  was  simple  and  humble  if  I 
-y  so  speak.  And  your  soulful  eyes  wiU  hrve  „  tell 
the^  story  more  than  once  before  he'll  look^nlo  thlm 
with  any  hope  to  find  hi,  heaven  "  "" 


m 
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CHAPTER    XXni 

THE   8CNDAY-SCHOOI,  EXPOSITIOIT 

It  wa,  wonderful  to  me,  how  the  Baptist  church  at 
the  River  got  Cuby  Tee-bo  to  act  the  part  of  «  Grief" 
in  their  big  Sunday-school  exposition. 

The  girl  was  troubled  and  lonely,  and  they  began  to 
take  an  interest  in  her  to  draw  her  in;  perhaps  they 
saw  the  only  way  was  to  ascribe  a  prominent  and  showy 
part  to  her;  and  she  consented  with  quiet  dignity,  and 
acted  her  part  with  an  ^clat  that  knocked  the  rest  of 
them  stupid  with  admiration  and  amaze. 

For  me,  it  is  aU  a  tender  memory  to  me  now;  but 
we  were  a  hawk-wild  set  all  along  the  shore  there;  and 
.t  IS  not  because  I  am  mabng  fun,  the  Lord  knows,  but 
If  you  would  relate  truthfuDy  what  takes  place,  why, 
you  must  just  relate  it,  that  is  all ;  and  to  my  thinking 
nurth  IS  not  anything  light ;  it's  just  the  fall  of  the  rain- 

dXd  "^*''*^  "'""'''  ^"^^  ™"'**  '"'*  Kghtning, 

Anyway,  I  am  but  relating. 

Old  man  Trawles  was  the  only  one  they  considered 
lit  to  act  as  chairman,  on  account  of  his  natural  dignity 
and  faithfuhiess  in  past  attendance,  besides  having  the 
only  real  tall  silk  hat  anywhere  in  that  region;  and 
perhaps  most  of  aU,  the  fact  that  he  was  going  to  marry 
Carohne  Treet  mantled  him  with  a  sort  of  ^neral  in- 
terest  and  sanctity. 

<Vnd  he  consented  to  conduct  ihe  Sunday-school  ex- 
30« 
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poMtion  just .«  readily  „  Cuby  had  to  act  the  principal 
part  in  it.  «-        r 

"Now.  Jacob,"  .aid  Mr..   Treet,  with  a  maiden 


blush  at  thi.  UM  of  her  fiance's 


name,  "when  you 


—  —  ..—.vt  o  imme,  -  wnen  you 
git  up  thar'  to  lead  the  meetin'  don't  you  go  to  reehn' 
off  too  cunnin'  and  long  a  yarn  o>  yer  own;  hut  tickle 
em  up  .0  .they'll  alius  be  likely  to  put  ye  at  the  head. 
What  wiU  tickle  'em  most  is  few  words  from  you,  for 
what  theyll  come  to  see  and  hear  is  young  folks  play- 
actm,  and  especially  how  that  dancin'  sea-squall  an' 
careenm'  flyin'jib  of  a  Cuby  Tee-bo  '11  look  actin'  out 
a  lesson  in  Scriptur'.  Say  no  more,  for  although  I 
know  the  mericle  o'  the  grain  o'  mustard  seed,  yet  I 
have  to  own  up  to  you  here  an'  now-an'  seek  Trgive- 
ness  ef  I  need  ter  be  f  rgiven-that  I  could  as  easy  cry 
as  laugh."  '      ■' 

"J??!.,"?'"'  "'  '■*^°'«>«'«""  '"■11.'  Carline,"  said 
sweet  httle  Mrs.  Skipper,  who  wa.  also  making  a  call  at 
the  house  of  the  bride-elect.  «  Pre  heerd  that  the  synod 
refused  to  help  keep  up  the  meet'n-house  down  thar' 
any  longer  ef  they  didn't  make  't  least  one  convart  a 
year." 

"  Ef  they  knew  Cuby,"  said  Caroline,  speaking  from 
a  muse  of  simple  meditation,  « they'd  ought  ter  aDow 
a  five-year  lease  jest  on  makin'  a  convart  out  o'  her 
alone,  ef  the'  wa'n't  no  other  dippin'  in  aU  that  len'th 

0  time  I  mean.  But  I  guess  it  won't  git  so  ^ur  a.  that. 
What  Cuby  wants  ter  do  is  ter  show  off  her  smartness. 
But  don't  speak  the  word;  Tr  I  hold  by  the  grain  o' 
musUrd  seed  all  the  same,  an'  nobody',  a-goin'  ter  rip 
the  mencles  out  o'  my  Bible.    Whilst  I  hold  by  it  all. 

1  m  plumb  firmer  on  them  than  I  be  on  ary  other  thing." 


M.'Tm'* 


f' 
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„^r«f^  •  ?"'"*  «°'»Pl«ently  upon  her. 

That.  a.  may  be."  aswnted  Carohne,  with  a  look 

when  my  amfulnes.  first  come  home  to  me  an>  the 
preacher  made  out  his  derscriptions  o'  hell  wasn"t  out 
done  by  any  at  the  gosHn'  age  I  then  was.    Thar'  wa. 
sou^etang  to  that  kind  o'  yeast,  an'  it  has  leaven" 

to  spread  themselves  out  in  a  calmer  aspect,  sech  as  is 
more  becomin' to  my  years  "  . 'ecu  as  is 

JjTlTl  1°"*  u°  ""^  ^'''^  ''"  y«"  --  "till 
green  a^d  tender,  but  she  waved  him  aside  with  a 
communication  of  her  own. 

dol^^  r"'  "^f  ?".''•  "'"'*''"  *'»«'  S"'"'"-""  may  be 
w„7  1"  "^  """"'•  ''°  ^°"  ""'''«  q"i=k  an'  haughty 
work  o'  the  part  they've  giv'  you  to  act  in  it,  an'fhen 
V  off  an  let  them  •  salt  their  own  meal  an'  cCe  tie" 
own  b'ars,'  as  the  sayin'  is." 
Mrs.  Skipper  seemed  a  little  shocked. 

said    «Vr  fr*  r^^'IlT*  *°  ^'""'^'  ^'^  '"«•"  "he 
bT,? '-f       nt       *"  ■'^  '^'"  *"  '^''d  °ff  the  meet'n' 
But  ,t  ain't  hardly  the  place  ter  be  haughty.    ThT  ,°ai 
true  way  is  to  go  by  the  doctrines,  an'  jest  stand  J 
open  yer  mouth  and  let  the  Lord  Sa  it  " 

"I  seen  that  tried  once,"  said  Caroline,  and  the  retro- 
spective seriousness  of  he:  features  caused  even  MrT 
Skipper  to  i^en  with  a  mouth  avid  for  tragedy      «  Oh 

bVIt  that  I  donft^  u  **'*'"'  "'"  "'«''=  -  '='-P 

i^re/hJd-wToLr  ^^^'  '"  "*  -  '  '" 


w^-w 
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S^'^rZT  "r"*"  '"'''  """*  ""*»  '^^  ^h-ch  under 
wn>e  .pecal  qmckenin'  that  didn't  aeem  Ur  .tay  bv 
h.m  very  long.  f„,  ho  «ot  a,  cantackarou.  I^  L^ 
an  thej  trym'  ter  hoJd  him  down  to  religion  "n>  the 
m:n.ster  come,  an'  sa,s,  .Bots'U.  you  ainHle^  off  S 
on  neither  prayer  nor  tertermony,'  says  he  '  «n' t!  ! 
.ou  ter  lead  off  next  Sunday  e'vlnXtv    sa    C 

eveni    IT"*  "''''''  '"  *''^'"  '•''^'"  "»>-  ^av 

on  somethin.  tumble  l^^Zn  t^  h^"  '"^'"'''"'  "^ 
™a„;  but  Mi.  Bots-Uiii^ri:  ^inhe 
shut  h.m  off.  .  The-  won't  no  ,ech  talk  as  that  C  a 
new  convert  go  down  with  parson.'  said  she,  'you  "t 
ter  come  down  about  ten  pegs  an'  a  laplovIr.^S 

'CToj;  s„rrr'',:t  ?:*' 't;^^'  -^^ 
:.zr ''  -  f  ■  '^  ^^^^^^ 
a^'":;s.'°:t"re.'^'*'-'-*°^^"'--'' 

co,',U  ?"•!"''  ?^'  '"'•  '^  "»'*  °™  »'  that  kind.  You 
could  do  ,t.  an'  easy.'  says  he   to  Mis'  Bots'll.  •  but  I 

ter  steddy  up  my  piece  beforehan'.     But  she  kep'  at 
Jum,  an'  the  minister  kep'  at  him,  that  the'  wal'   „ 
sech  pompous,  hifalutin'  works  as  them  goin'  ter  do  r" 
anybody  so  recent  bro't  under  c'nviction  fso  he  snagged 
miL  tV  t",  °^'  "'^'"'''  ^''"^  *"  '^t  't  drop  off Tis 

St  i:  ' " '  '"^^"'^  '^^  ''^  '^O'  t'-"*  t°-"°- 

^  or  sor^K-T;  "'  '""^  "^"*"  f«'^t  ter  haul  hin, 
up,  orsomethm';  but,no. 


^m 
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•  bZw  iLVn!"  ""■""*"  'P*''""'  t''*"  ''»H.  now- 

Sth  ^''  •.*'•"   •>«  ""•  •"•  nothin'  for  it  but  ter 
mer  the,r  rec.py  „ow,  „•  ,ee  wh.t  'ud  come  of  it  1^ 

t.iZ7urf  t"'  "  "  ^^  '"^""^•"  '•P'"'^  that  foun- 
iTe  o'  Juf"  ^"^  ;™--ence.  "though  it  w,.  the 
Cn  fl.    "  ^'  "".   *''*  ""«f»'-house  buzzed  with  'em 
No,  „oth.n'  went  in,"  she  reasserted,  with  ffrave  hter.T 

o  the  choir  whar'  all  was  plain  ter  see." 

.  ^r^l^  i^  ^"  ''""  "  ""■'' '"««  Mrs.  Skipper,  even 
•  proper  «.nct™ony  lost  in  her  morbid  arariceTor  tt^ 
conclusion  of  the  tale. 

"War,"  responded  Caroline,  obligingly  searching 
fcer  memory  for  the  faithful  particulaS  Zi^eJ^S 
th»   most   extraordinary   affair,   «he   waited   Wl   all 

«•  wtTs:  r  •'^•''"  ""*  "•=  --  •  p""^  - 
^^^^i^S^di^r-:^ 
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We  looked  to  ,ee  if  Caroline  wa.  .truggling  for  an 

.«u.g™,ent  of  any  irreverent  .mile,  that  might  b^ 

Zm^A  ^.T"^  •""  ™™*"'">-  "t  thi.  point,  but 
tl«t  mild  and  lovely  face  remained  unruffled;  though 
Them  wa,  my  go.lin'  year.,"  .he  elucidated  further. 
«  maybe  I  wa'n't  hard  .et  to  it  not  ter  let  out  a 
.cr«ch  o  .ome  .ort.  my.elf ;  but  women  c'n  aUu.  hold 
them.elves  under  better  'n  what  men  can." 

"They  can  30,  Car'line."  .aid  old  man  Trawle..  re- 
gardmg  her  adoringly. 

But  Mr..   Skipper  .ighed.  .til]  ab.orbed  in   Bo.t'll 
Hurtle  s  .peechless  predicament. 

••  He  didn't  have  the  .prrrit,  ye  we,"  .aid  .he. 
He  had  .perrit  enough,"  affirmed  our  faithful  nar- 
^atcr;  a.  soon  a.  he  got  out  o'  that  meefn'-hou.e 
you  could  V  heard  him  from  Shag*.  Point  to  the  IJay 
o  Fundy  But  he  laid  it  out  in  .w'arin'  at  hi.  old 
flock  o  .heep,  that-je.'  a.  though  he  hadn't  enough 
already  ter  tanterlize  him-jumped  fence  that  very 
wenm  an  come  caperin'  down  the  road  under  a  full 
moon  ter  meet  him  an'  conduc'  him  home  from  meet'r'. 
Ef  he  wa.  glad  ter  .ee  'em,  ye'd  never  'a'  known  it  from 
the  tune  he  let  fly  at  'em. 

"But,"  concluded  Caroline,  «aU  thi.  mi.ery, 
.trange  ter  .ay.  only  brung  him  an'  Mi.'  Hurtle  closer 
terge^her  m  the  end,  f  r  they  both  laid  it  onto  the 
m,m.ter,  an'  .topped  goin'  ter  meet'n',  an'  practiced 
good  work.  among.t  their  neighbor,  that  wa.  needy  or 
..ck-fr  the  Hurtle,  wa.  very  forehanded  folk.-an' 

thieve.  aU  the  rest  o'  their  mortal  live.." 
"Poor  creetur.,"  .aid  Mr..  Skij^r,  with  a  hope 


tr    llHfeto^ 
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that  .he  kerned  to  tru.t  might  not  prove  a.  illuwrv 

•»  It  appeared  to  her  to  be  unorthodox. 

Jacob  Trawle.,  duly  impre..ed  by  Carohne'.  warn- 
■ngi..  opened  the  Sunday-.ehool  expo.ition  in  due  time 
with  a  tew  extremely  brief  and  dignified  remark..  The 
fel.c,tat.on.  of  a  widely  di.cur.ive  mental  ramble  on 
the  part  of  the  old  lover  had  no  doubt  been  reckoned  on 
by  hi,  audience  i  but  any  .uch  .maU  matter  of  di.«p- 
pomtment  was  forgotten  in  the  abundant  wonder  and 
entertamment  afforded  by  Cuby  Tee-bo',  acting. 

„f  tK  T  *.°  ''"P*"'""'*«  '  Grief,"  and  the  young  fry 
of  the  Sunday-sAool  were  to  mount  the  platform  to 
her  one  by  one.  and  try  to  solace  her  by  handing  her 
each  a  bouquet  and  at  the  same  time  repeating  a  Scrip- 
ture  quotation  to  her,  that  wa.  the  whole  scheme;  but 
Cuby  made  >t  sufficient  in  composition,  and  thriUin, 
and  ornate  m  practice. 

She  sailed  on  to  the  platform  with  a  sweep  and  a 
tradrng  of  od  sable-hued  garments,  lent   frL   may 

would  stand  up  and  declaim  her  part.-I  understood 
It  was  so  done  m  the  rehearsals-but  having  got 
the  whole  sbp  under  her  command  now,  as  it  w^ 
.he  seemed  to  Consider  that  it  might  take  a  tedious  long 
.Me  for  the  chMren  to  get  posted  up  fresh  on  their 

erlv  ;''  '^^  '"'  """'^  *°  '"''''  th«>  no-gay,  prop- 
erty and  prodded  up  to  mounting  the  stagf^fo're  To 
many  people,  so  what  does  she  do,  as  soon  as  she'd 
.a.led  on  to  the  boards  herself,  but  wave  her  hand  with 
«U  the  hauteur  and  majesty  of  an  accomplished  tragedy 
queen,  and  says  she,  in  a  deep  contralto  that  filled  every 
P»rt  of  the  room: 


^  svJ'5| 
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"A  chair.  Bring  to  me  a  chair,  and  queecltly." 
It  watn't  long  before  .he  wai  provided  with  a  chair, 
•nd  she  Mt  down  and  arranged  her  draperies  .o  thejr'd 
give  the  mott  impoBJng  effect  all  'round  her,  then  *he 
crowed  her  little  feet,  in  some  new  boots,  and  stuck  'em 
out  where  they'd  show  to  the  best  advantage;  and  so, 
being  fixed  aU  right  "Grief"  began  her  lingo  in  ex- 
pectation of  the  advance  of  some  young  one  or  other 
with  a  posy  bunch  and  a  Scripture  passage. 

"I  am  alone,  alone,"  declaimed  Cuby,  in  that  splen- 
did, pervading  contralto,  and  with  a  self-possession 
upon  her  beyond  all  words  of  mine  to  describe;  "  alone 
with  my  gret  sorrow.  The  deep-a-ness  of  mv  woe  and 
dess-pair  no  mortal  may  know-a,  or  pour  an  a  oint-a- 
ment  on  the  tears  that  weep  of  my  bleeting,  all-broken 
hairt;  and  she  took  out  a  handkerchief  and  gave  a 
dab  at  her  brown  eyes,  that  were  bright  and  gay  as 
jewels.  °  ' 

"What  is  there  before  me,"  she  trained  on,  "but 
the  dar-r-rk  entrance  to  the  tomb— where  lay.  all  the 
daid  folks." 

Cuby's  piece,  at  this  point,  was  all  spoken  up;  it  was 
time  for  a  kid  to  appear  with  a  bouquet,  which  part  of 
the  programme  being  still  unaccountably  delayed,  the 
leading  lady  proceeded  to  improvise  without  hcsiUtion 
or  embarrassment. 
"Where  lays  all  the  daid  folks.    Oh,  my  griff  is  so 

drate-ful— it  is  tuff— tuff— tuff " 

At  this  crisis  a  small  boy  mereifuUy  appeared  on  the 
scene,  his  cheeks  still  wet  with  rebellious  tears,  and  his 
flowers  of  consol.,tion  trailing,  mdely  at  las  side  like 
a  string  of  mackerel. 
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now'^ir  ^°"'"  "''\'^^'»«».  ---^  to  rote 
now,  who  are  you.  that  thus  intrude  upou  the 
.-.-^«cr-r-red  don^„  „f  ^3,  g^ff,    ^ome  yoTTo  ^ 

alone  with  my  go  drate-f  ul  sorrow." 

2thZ\r^"'"^^°°'^  ""  ^"P^-  With  a  scream 
he  threw  ihe  bouquet  m  a  passion  of  terror  at  her  head. 
«d  forgetting  utterly  the  preconcerted  text  with  which 

Zjr  "'"°'        """^  ^^^  «"'^'  '^  **d  f'°"»  the 

Cuby  Wt  her  lip  contemptuously,  but  swung  on, 
midumayed,  supplying  the  missing  link  in  thf  ac^ 
?i     the  piece  by  her  own  inventiveness  and  ««.g 

"The  Bible  talks,  w'at  they  bring  at  me*  .h. 
aven«l,  «meks  no  deeference  on^myl^/*  iTl.  cot 
tmue  on  me  aU  the  sem.  I  theenk  ft  J!„ws  ^0^,^ 
me  every  meenute.     Oh,  it  is  tuff—-" 

The  flow  of  Cuby's  improvisation  was  opportunely 
^terrupted  by  the  approach  this  time  of  aT^S^ 
ma  starched  white  skirt  and  hair  that  had  palpaUy 

papers^  She  was  a  nervous  little  creature,  and  she 
advanced  rapuily,  as  one  urged  to  keen  endelv"  by  a 
comparison  of  her  case  with  that  of  the  futile  hWe 
boy  who  had  bawled  stupidly  and  thrown  his  nosegay 
at  Cuby's  head.     She  should  have  repeated  first  W 
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luui-roir,  me,  1  tek  care  of  you  " 

halibuts."  ^^"^  '''^  >"«  *»  ketch 

The  play  by  this  time  varied  so  widely  from  its  ori^ 

rh^jror^"^^**-^^--^^^-"-^" 

kin2°«Tfi1r;"  *:  """f^  •""  ''*'"*  -"Sorter. 

« T     f^    "  ""^  magnificently.  ' 

U  there  none,  none,"  she  cried,  "thaf  ™.„  i,  i 
«  in  my  so  deso-olat.'?     ^^.  -  !^*  .      "*  "'^  '"''P 


Ah,  woe  iss  to  ) 


naught —  '^S! 
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Cuby  was  tremendous,  her  voice  and  manner  wonder- 
ful I  admired  her  without  question,  where  I  sat; 
and  as  her  eyes,  after  a  fresh  dab  from  her  hand- 
pW  "^  '"^'  '  "^*^  "^  marveling  ap- 

"Grief  »  gave  me  a  composed,  almost  undiscoverable 

Tf\u\u  r  '^""'^  ""='•  '"^  '•^  ''^'  it  "ff^ted 
not  at  aU  the  tragic  melodrama  of  her  features;  and 
she  continued  superbly; 

"C'iss  c'iss,  to  pile  upon  me  the  v'en  and  goddy 
masses  of  your  floral  orrings,"  she  admonish^  the 
empty  stage  "C'iss  to  mek  trouble  me  with  your 
ven  words  of  console',"  she  said,  throwing  up  her 
hands  m  piteous  appeal  against  the  tidy  lot  of  com- 
forters that  were  failing  altogether  to  put  in  an  ap- 
pcarance.  <"»  "P 

But  Rhody  Ditmarse  had  a  part  to  do.  She  had  been 
suppbed  with  a  hat  from  some  source-I  suspecSl  W 
adorer,  Rob-fit  to  make  her  eligible  for  select  and 
sole.^  occasions  like  the  present;   and  her  little  soul 

Z-n        °^,,''"""^''^-     P"--  "  '^•^k  past  she  had  been 
curing  up  the  warts  on  her  tough    little  hands  by  the 

bers  and  then  buned  it  safe  away  under  a  rock.    Some, 
less  conscientious,  did  the  infected  bean  up  i„  a  „ea 
package  and   eft  it  b;   the  roadside,  whereupon  the  o" 
who  mnocently  picked  it  up  transferred  the  wart  to 

Tolted  at  the  thought  of  bringing  any  fresh  calamity 
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«ce"  tJC'^'  o-burdened  and  suffering  hu»an 

consolation  who  in  ^ilol^Tu^t^^X^Zji 
eruwlnie  known  a.  Cub,  Te^bo.  Xwr.td  'a 

It  was  not  properly  Rhody'«  turn,  but  the  fU.r  of 

chJd  of  her  year,,  revealed  only  the  stLg  Jou^^t 
light  and  inattentive  ear  of  "  Grief  "     «  rw-f  »         •  ! 

irtT"?^^-  ^'^-''""'-^'udbrf:^ 

"Biggone,"  said  the  sorrow-enthroned  W,    A  • 

upon  IU,<^ya,ook  of  weary  disgusf-X^^e!  ^^ 
who  would-e,t  aasweg'  n,y  griff,  you  mek  Tworser- 

•ccomit.  and  she  yawned-for  Cuby  wa,  healthy  and 
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•  regular  deeper,  and  the  steady  drone  of  Rhodv>.  voice 
WM  soporific. 

"^I^»r."°*  *"  'B«gone>  me,  Cuby  Tee4)o.» 

answered  Rhody  rtemly.     «  TT,e„,  that  you  wa.  tc  «^y 

B>ggone'  to   ha.  aU  gi,'  out.    They  won't  come  up"^ 

Cuby  .Ured  blankly  at  the  unalterable  .everity- 
from  what  strain  of  Puritan  ancestry,  who  knows? 
-^ast  upon  httle  RAody's  features.    But  with  a  flash 

rfed    i".r^''^^''^*^'  "  "^^^  "  ^"•""P''^'  '-l  «*■"  »'- 
ned  off  the  situation  at  last  with  glory. 

"So  they  come  no  more,  Rhode'?"  she  sud  genUy, 

with  a  soft  sigh  of  satisfaction.  ^ 

"My  griff,"  now  readily  assented  Cuby  sweetly  and 
dearly  witt  splendid  action.  «  my  griff  is  Jl  .sLg'. 
Your  floral  oflTrings.  your  so  swi't  word,  from  L 
Holee  Babble  have  lift'  me  up  to  mek  of  me  a  joy  so 
bee«  as  once  was  my  so  gre't  griff.  I  bless-a  an' 
cari,,-a  you  all.  and  will  now  retire  to  my  apart-a-mong 
to  give  t'anks  for  all  w'at  is  on  me.» 

Cuby  rose,  and  sailed  with  a  chastened,  though 
supreme,  majesty  from  the  stage. 

Her  performance  was  regarded  a.  something  tran- 
acendent  throughout  Other  numbers  of  the  evoun^'s 
progranmie,  .«,umed  by  ,ome  of  the  maturer  members 

trite  th,"'^!:,"''':'"'  '°"°"^=  »"•*  '"^^y  »PI«"«J 

tnte^ey  lacked  salt  and  savor  altogether,  aftefwhat 
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When   a  little  girl,  whom  you   have  seen   wadin« 

Woot  among  the  clam  flat.,  or  haUoing  likeTb;* 

rXV«W  '  ^''"'  ^""^  »»''  '"■"•"'y  in  black 

robes  a  Madonna  sweetness  upon  her  features,  a  Zlt 

at  thf  cXiaruirsttcei:: t  st  '"^^''  '''!J 
brilliant  in  !,«.  1  received,  as  she  reappeared 

pJlar  miraculously  supplied  to  a  decaying  SZZ! 
S        ttt   "     .""•      ""•''''   "'''=°'"'"«   ™ae   was 

p^e  Ktod^trt^re:^s^He;°-- 
z^f  i^;:  -^— ^or  the  ^stld%  t£: 

buf  t J  ZrTt'f"''''  ""'*'"  '■'=''  «"»*  '""^ 
*).«*-       .         '  '^'°  *'°™*'  »f  the  hall;   a  face 

tW  wa.  stann^  at  Rob  Hilton  with  a  sort 'of  fo^ 

«No»  stf.*?"^«^"^  '^  ^*^  -"  «  the  house. 

n.S;;.;fm;'"''^''^'«""°*''-^-^°'two 

Bob  and  I  had  landed  late  at  night.     No  one  h.A 

R«K  1-  •       7    ^'^^""'K-     =0  I  doubted  if  any  word  of 
Rob,  hvmg,  had  reached  Bate.  ' 

1  made  my  way  quietly  down  to  where  he  stood. 


sto 
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"  I  want  a  word  with 


"  Come  on  out,  Bate,"  I  said, 
you," 

My  voice  seemed  to  rouse  him  from  the  shackles  of 
a  nightmare.  He  foUowed  me  out  stupidly.  He  had 
on  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  with  a  fine  linen  shirt,  and  a 
watch  and  ph^in,  and  new  boots  to  match,  and  he  was 
holdmg  a  big  cigar  in  his  terror-palsied  hand. 

I  bdieve  I  have  never  seen  anything  so  pathetic 
under  heaven  as  the  new  clothes  on  that  shivering,  con- 
victed wretch.  Innocence  and  martyrdom  are  not  so 
pathetic  to  me;  they  have  strong  white  wings  that 
earthly  mischance  only  set  free  for  the  upper  king- 
doms and  an  incontrovertible  estate-hut  the  idiocy  of 
evil,  sucking  still  rapaciously  from  the  dregs  of  a 
poisoned  glass,  God  must  mend  that,  as  there  are  some 
bodies  beyond  the  skill  of  earthly  physicians  to  set 
straight.  God,  He  wiU  mend  all;  that  I  believe.  You 
have  your  notion  of  pathos,  I  have  mine;  and  to  me 
Bate  Stingaree  was  pathetic,  beyond  tears,  to  what 
wrings  a  man's  very  soul. 

But  I  had  to  look  out  for  his  not  following  and  perse- 
cuting Rob  any  further.  I  had  to  put  chain  and  muzzle 
on  hun,  so  to  speak,  and  I  went  straight  to  my  job. 

"Bate,"  I  said,  "you  and  Gar'  Tee-bo  sailed  over 
to  Waldeck  after  us.  I  know  just  where  you  got  your 
boat,  I  know  just  the  spot  where  you  anchored  out  of 
sight;  and  you  sneaked  in  your  dory  off  the  ledges 
and  went  ashore,  and  watched  your  chance.  You  felled 
Rob  Hilton  in  a  flash,  creeping  up  behind  him  like  a 
snake,  m  a  dark  aUeyway.  You  took  his  money  and 
threw  him  over  for  dead  into  the  quarry." 
Bate  gave  me  a  demented  grim ;  then,  as  if  my  words 
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h^  roused  him  to  ,ome  force  for  ,elf-defe„,e  i„  the 

liml^a  .""blow"''  ^""''^  "  «'-«•'  •»«  -"••^  -t 
«  «°"'r  ''^  ''"'^' "  "'^''  y""' «'»»»«''».  or  ni " 

out  a  sentence  m  prison.    Tve  trot  tn  lr«„ 

jou  he^afte.  J,  ,,j7Jt  ^o    ^  iT.T  J 

the-mark.  or  prison  for  you.  Bate.     And  be  „^I 

:':i;\":t'^;;r*°---"^o-wantt:::: 

feU  over  of  ^o^  aceo7  ^7  h"  "  ''""'  '"'' 
„„  K.,  •  5       accora.     lee-bo  and  me  went  over 

on  busmess,  and  we  can  prove  it  •  .„^         u 

■  f"*°^^."°°  '""  ^^  ^'"'^  *"*  "J^alt  the  blow"  I 
mformed  hm,  rather  impatiently.     «And  what^f  I 

that  you've  got  now  in  your  own?  " 

luck     EveryUung  and  everybody's  down  on  me." 
^H«id  me  over  the  money,"  said  I. 
„  I  ^f"'*  ^^'^  «'«t  half  of  it,"  he  whined. 

I  know  where  to  get  the  other  half." 
Bate,  without  further  parley,  handed  to  me  the  fifty 
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dollar,  he  had  left.  "  You're  goin'  to  let  thi,  thing 
drop,  now,  J,m?  »  he  was  trembling,  and  actuafly  tried 
.r^  7  "  '""SrMMng  smile  on  hi.  pallid  face. 
That,  just  the  trouble,"  I  .aid.  "Somehow 
everytlnng  h^  to  be  let  drop  with  you.  A.  you  .ay, 
you  am't  been  kmdiy  treated,  but  it  ain't  in  the  way  you 
ttmk  _  Pun..hment  has  been  warded  off  o'  you  when 

LT*f  ,,  1  T  ^°"  '""'  """*  *°  I"'*  *e  chastise- 
ment fall  hard  on  your  back.  You've  been  shielded 
when  you  ought  to  been  made  to  face  the  light.  I'm 
«-do.n  you  and  all  ),umanity  'round  ye  another  wrong 

a  blow  fall  on  that  ri.ter  o'  your.-on  Mary" 

J^"Itl"  ^^"^  ^°'  "  '"'*"  ^"'"  '"y  '"'bit,  but  he 
Hastened  to  draw  it  out  re.pectfuUy. 

"She',  a  good  girl,  Mary  is."  he  whined.  « I  reckon 
as  how  .ome  thing,  might  kOl  her.  All  right,  we'll  let 
.t  drop.  You  needn't  be  afraid  I'fl  trouble  any  of 
ye  any  more."  ^ 

f«^l  TL''!'.™*"'  '""'  "^'^  '^^^-  I  '^^v^wd  a 
full  hundred  there,  and  obsequiou.  treatment. 

Waldeck.    No.    I  des-spise  heem,  an'  I  keel-a  heem,  cef 

heem.  So  I  go.  I  know  not'ings.  He  say 'Man  owe 
me  money,  w-at  he  pe'd  m^I  giv'  you  hunder'  doUar, 
Gar',  'cause  I  loaf  Cuby,  eef  you  git  her  to  mek  marry 
w.th  me.'     I  know  not'ings,  Capataine  Jeem.     I  loaf 

troubles  on  me.    I  tell  you,  I  know  not'ings." 


CHAPTER   XXIV 

■KA  OCI.LS   EICBBACI 

I  TOOK  the  Story  of  the  refunded  money  up  to  Rob 
next  morning.  "You  owe  me  only  'fifty'  now,"  I 
said. 

"I  owe  you »  said  the  lad;    well,  I  won't  tell 

what  he  said.  But  it  isn't  so  hard  giving  up,  and 
piloting  your  chickens  along  to  pick  up  the  fattest  of 
the  com,  when  they  turn  a  face  and  a  spirit  toward  you 
like  Rob's. 

I  was  willing  to  make  my  faith  in  Gar"  Tee-bo's  pro- 
tesUtions  of  innocence  discretionary,  but  I  was  deter- 
mined to  find  out  whether  «  Grief  "  knew  anything  of 
the  dastardly  plot  against  Rob.  I  meant  to  search 
that  maiden's  soul  for  lurking  crime.  On  my  return 
to  the  River  settlement  I  came  easily  upon  Cuby,  fresh 
and  handsome,  doing  the  week's  washing  in  the  shed  of 
the  Tee-bo  cabin. 

"How  d'  do,  Cuby?" 
"  HaUoo,  Jeem." 

"  You  did  your  part  mighty  fine  last  night,  Cuby— 
wonderful.    You  are  an  actress  and  no  mistake." 

"  Wal',"  said  Cuby,  deftly  wringing  out  one  of  Tee- 
bo's  flannel  shirts,  a  deep  blush  on  her  downcast  face, 
"  I'm  vary  glad  you  lak'  how  I  done  it." 

"  By  the  way,  Cuby,"  I  continued  bluntly,  «  did  you 
know  that  your  father  and  Bate  sailed  over  to  Wal- 
deck  just  after  Rob  and  I  did  the  other  day?  " 
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tk^r'^r'*^'*'  ••"  •"''•  ""'»«  to  «•  •  pal.  f.„ 

ft  ^^r '':  r  -' "-  ■»•*»» »°  •>' « oiL^ 

ton.Sbjp^rrr":  -^^ "--  ««*  ^- 

•"hZt?"  iv"f  ^°'  '*''»•  '^*'"  «M."  wid  I. 
with  ^.r .  Jr.  ThT;  f'^^rr"''  '-•*  ''"*« 

coulditbehalp'P    Y„..       *"'"    "  mu.t  be.     How 

Oh.  var,  .„^  H^t;;  ^°  7f/-  own  ^^, 

her  laugh  wa.  musical  eveTwEsh.  J'".''"*^'^'^.  "d 
•corn  and  rage.  ""  ""  •  f'^  of 

deJirhurt  "« to^!!:-7  ""'''''^'  «  'f  I  had  been 
-  created  pUin  ^  ,.„,,^    tft^t.^^.^Xi 
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back  in  hii  face,  and  laugh  at  it.    I  did  not  think  it  of 
you,  Cuby." 

She  buist  into  teari. 

"  Oh,  Jeem,  it  is  not  me  w'at  laugh  at  you.  It  is 
yon  mek-a  laugh  on  me." 

She  bent  over  her  tub  again,  and  her  tears  mingled 
with  the  suds,  falling  over  cheeks  dewy  as  a  baby's 
and  from  long,  dark  lashes  that  hid  sedulously  the 
storm  of  shame  and  sorrow  in  her  eyes.  Now  was  she 
indeed  "  Grief  " ;  and  still  the  actress  was  mounting  in 
her,  her  lip  began  to  curl  and  the  clothes  in  the  tub 
to  dance  a  jig  suggestive  of  rising  passion. 

"Well,  who  do  you  hate,  Cuby?"  I  made  haste 
to  say,  by  way  of  deflecting  her  emotion  into  tome 
safe  and  congenial  outlet. 

-Jeem,  1  cross-a  my  heart"— she  performed  that 
action  solemnly,  her  bright,  wet  eyes  meeting  mine 
steadily—"  I  am  getting  hate  of  them  two." 
"  Ah,  your  father  and  Bate?  " 
"  Hush!— yes.  I  am  getting  hate  to  be  'round  here. 
They  dreenk— awful.  They  fetch  home  a  lot  of  the 
dreenk,  that  tam'  they  mek'  to  go  feeshin'.  Jeem,  tell-a 
me,  where  was  it  they  go  ?— an'  they  fight  on  Rob?  An* 
heem  one  poor  lunk-a-head." 

"  Rob  Hilton  is  brave  enough  to  distinguish  himself 
in  any  war  men  ever  fought,  Cuby.  Rob  is  more  of  a 
soldier  than  you  think." 

"  Keep  you  heem,  then.     I  want  heem  not.    I  want 
neyaire  to  go  up  on  that  hiU  an'  have  that  Ma'y 
Sting'ree  runnin'  in  and  makin'  a  preach  at  me.    Me— 
I  rather  to  die." 
"  Then,  maybe  you  love  Bate?  " 
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"  Mebbee  you  «re  a  tool,"  the  retorted,  the  itout 
pillow  CMC  (he  had  been  wringing  clearing  my  head  by 
the  fraction  of  on  inch  on  iti  impetuoui  way  to  the 
line.  "Bef  Sting-reet-be  tam  to  heem^-w•at  have 
the  audaia'  to  knock  me  'gin  the  fide  o'  my  houie,  till 
I  draw  the  gun  on  heem,  an*  he  run.  Would  I  ihoot, 
look  you !    By  tam,  I  would  shoot  heem ! " 

The  team  were  decidedly  exhaling  in  the  bright  flame 
of  Cuby*»  eyei. 

'•  WeU,  now,  loo^  here,"  I  .aid,  unable  to  keep  bock 
a  smile,  her  oaths  were  so  incongruous  with  her  baby- 
sweet  lips;  "look  here,  Cuby,  you  and  me  are  old 
friends— and  you  know  who's  to  be  trusted.  Old  Jim 
Turbine  will  keep  your  secret.  You  are  afraid  to  sUv 
here "  ' 

"  I  did  not  say  I  wos  af  re'd." 
"True,  but  you  hate  the  atmosphere  round  your 
home  here.  You  hste  them,  and  you'd  be  glad  to  get 
away  and  get  quit  of  it  all.  And  so  many  of  the 
boys  round  here  have  been  trying  to  pay  court  to  you. 
Sure,  you  love  someone.    Who  is  it,  Cuby?  " 

"Whan  I  teU  heem,"  she  replied,  with  bitter  empha- 
»is,  "  his  old  greezle-top  '11  be  layin'  more  year,  than 
as  om  -n  the  tomb  o*  the  doid  folks,"  and  the  mate 
to  the  piUow  case  took  me  a  clean  swat  across  the 
eyes,  and  there  stayed,  wet  and  heavy. 

I  laughed  as  I  disentangled  myself.  Cuby  laughed, 
giving  me  a  sidelong  glance  from  her  viciously  re- 
newed exercises  over  the  washtub. 

"I  thought  you  could  throw,"  I  reproached  her; 
"  but  you  are  like  aU  girls,  silly  and  weak."  I  sighed 
and  took  the  doughty  piliow-case  over  to  the  line,  where 
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I  hung  it  up  neatly  with  clothespins;  in  tho  Mme  manner 
I  iuspended  aU  the  ai  tide,  that  had  been  hurled  thither- 
ward with  .uch  force  by  Cuby,  not  omitting  the  kitchen 
towel,  which  took  me  ferociously  in  the  neck  while  I 
wa»  in  the  very  midst  of  these  travails. 

«  Do  you  know  what  •  spunk  '  means?  "  I  said,  com- 
ing back  to  Cuby. 

"It  means,"  she  answered  promptly,  "that  I  am 
brev'." 

"  It  does  so.  AU  of  that.  You  can  go  right  up  to 
the  head." 

"  Ah  no,  Jecm,  I  go  furder  'n  as  that.  My  mother, 
•he  went  an*  drown  herself  long  tam'  ago  biffore  I 
rimmember,  but  they  tell-a  me.  She  was  brev'.  Whan 
she  lak'  it  not  to  leeve  any  longer,  she  go  sweem  out — 
vary  far — where  there  is  no  trouble  to  her  any  more. 
Ah,  she  was  brev',  an'  me— I  care  not.  I  am  brev' 
also;  an'  I  loaf-a  the  water.  It  mak'  me  happy  to 
sweem  out  vary,  vary  far,  an'  nevaire  come  back  where 
it  is  aU  trouble  to  me,  an'  some— that  I  did  once  lak'— 
come  an'  mek'  a  laugh  at  me." 

"You  love  the  water?  So  do  L  You  ought  to 
marry  one  of  the  sailor  lads,  Cuby." 

"  I  shall  nevaire  marry,"  replied  Cuby.  "  I  use  to 
theenk  eef  I  did  to  marry  it  mus'  be  a  man  v'»t  has 
a  boat  an'  goes  a-feeshin'.  I  could  not  loaf  any  other— 
me.     But  I  shall  nevaire  marry." 

"  There's  Bingham  Teazler,  for  one,  says  he  askctl 
ye  twice  over  last  time  his  boat  was  in,"  said  I  rather 
harshly;  for  I  resented  the  look  of  composed  martyr- 
dom that  had  suddenly  spread  itself  over  Cuby's  ca- 
pricious and  beautiful  features. 
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, "  I»  it  jour  beeznew.  Jeem,"  inquired  Cuby  .weetlv. 

to  go  .roun-  tellin'  folk*  who  they  shaU  to  marry' 
X  thought  you  had  a  boat  and  went  «-fee,hin'.  I  ^d 
not  know  you  had  change'  your  beeznes..  Me-i 
should  theenk  you  would  be  a-shem'  of  yourself  to  go 

flZ    "V""^  ^"^'"''  ^'  '  "''  ^^'  '°°"'  ^°°»^ 

"  My  bu8ineMi,8aiKng  and  &hing  still.  Only  once 
m  a  wh, le  there's  a  little  devil  of  a  wildcat  ashor^e  Z 
.more  than  old  hens  can  manage;  she  needs  a  big  man 

LZ  V  '"'':  "  """  ""*  "  *°™-*'  "<»  "  -hole 
handful.    I've  got  more  folks  to  look  after  and  more 

thmg.  on  my  hands  now  than  I  know  what  to  do  with. 

o^,iu  rt  T^'"-*  '"""ri^l'  woman.  to«H-that 
ought  to  be  behaving  herself  respectably" 

Cuby  laughed. 

••Married!  I  would  teU  anybody  go  mind  their 
b^ess  eef  I  was  m-rried  to  tham  only  so  leeUe  a.  I 

fTthirh  V  ^'^'"^-  ^'  "'"y-  y-'  ^""-  »y 

father  s  house.    You  are  stupeed.    You  h«ve  no  bre'n. 

r,^tvS^;  "T*""'  ^  '^"^^ '  ^'  y^—'t  "•• 

«  petty  God  have  giv*  you  no  bre'ns." 

I  l.Zf  ^°"'"'*  *°*  *°  P""^"  "•«  °°«  thing  before 

ILT  out't'o  7  '"'°'*  ^°  '"""^^  ^""-'^  -  --- 

Se  e'7  i;f  ^°"  P"""'"-    '^^  J-k  me  straight^in 
uie  eyes— will  you  promise?  " 

••  Get  away  from  my  father's  house,  and  go  you  mind 


k  JP 


A.  r 


•  PKOMISE."  I  SAID,  STHIUING  TOWARD  HER. 
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both  her  hands,  holding  her  at  arm'f  length.  The 
little  hand*  were  helplesi  in  mine. 

Her  fearleu,  wild  eyes  smiled  at  me. 

I  never  knew  jiut  how  it  was  done,  but  in  that 
instant  I  held  her  at  arm's  length  no  longer.  I  held 
her  in  my  arms,  and  I  kissed  her  with  a  fierce  inll  on 
her  sweet,  rdellious  lips. 

"  Promise  me,  Cuby."  ^ 

"  Jean,  I  promise-a  you,"  she  said. 
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CHAPTER    XXV 

SCABECROW    AS    COMKOaTEB 

Ilir".."  ""r  f '*  ""*  *°  *''''''  -""«  ■"*•=«"*  •»  other 
folks  than  he  does  ;„  hin,»elf,  he's  got  business  before 

h.m    and  plenty  of  ,t;    orders  to  fill  by  day  and  bv 

n.ght,  and  no  dull  times  i„  his  profession.  ' 

built  'th  r"^'"'""  !"  ■  "  P"*""'"  '"■'«'  °'  ^°°'.  th-'t'^ 
bu,lt  that  way,  and  it's  never  overcrowded;    the  air 

s  fresh  all  'round  ye,  and  nothing  to  obstruct  the 
,ew-when  ye  take  to  running  the  universe  for  the 
sake  of  other  folks. 

Mary,  on  her  part,  was  running  the  universe  to  try 
o  save  Bate,  and  she  wondered  and  worried  over  his 
continued  absence  from  home. 

"  But  he  has  done  better  of  late,  Jim.    Much  of  the 
t.n,e  he  has  worked  fait.fully  on  the  place.     His  crop 
of  corn  ,s  the  best  anywh-re  about-so  they  say     Per 
haps^he  has  gone  so  long  without-this  wiU  be  his 
D^l't ''""■.-  /  [  •'''"'''  °"'-^  ^'  him  home  again. 

f.«"re'i7  "'""'  '"^"''*^'^'  "^  *'■'"''  he 

still  l^rJ""'*.?"'"  ^'I  "P'  '''""'     '  '=°"''»  "°t  --1^ 
still  to  redeem  him— without  your  help  » 

flight  leans  to  his  companion  on  the  wing.     But  Mary 
330  ■' 
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-that  adoration  of  her  was  a  life-long  h«bit-l  ghould 
nc  k.88  her;  that  I  knew,  though  she  lifted  to  me 
the  soul  in  her  dark  eyes  with  a  trust  that  rived  me, 
for  the  love  I  had  for  her,  and  had  nurtured  for  her 
agamst  hope,  this  many  a  year.  Verily,  there  arc 
some  seas  a  woman  like  that  does  not  sail,  or  she  would 
not  have  lifted  to  me  a  look  like  that,  who  must  only 
suffer  through  my  love  for  her. 

"  I'll  never  give  up  aught  that  I  can  do  to  help  you. 
Did  you  need  to  ask  me  that?  "  I  smiled  at  her. 

Rob,  with  his  able  arm,  was  rigging  up  a  scarecrow 
--^ver  m  the  corn  field  where  I  went  to  work-to  keep 
the  crows  away  from  Bate's  corn.  He  arranged  a  de- 
cayed hat  at  a  defiant  angle  on  the  head  of  the  dreadful 
creation  he  was  producing.  «This  is  just  fit  business 
for  me,  he  declared,  «  some  one-handed  fool  job  like 
this." 

"It's  not  so  bad,  considering,"  said  I,  "trying  to 
keep  the  crows  off  the  com  of  a  man  that  tried  to- 
murder  you." 

,^."ly''  ^^  *'"'  '"'''*  "'"  ""^^S  at  something  all 
he  time,  Jim,"  he  went  on  seriously,  "and  it  is  all 
1  m  fit  for.  I'd  better  be  working  than  making  an  ass 
of  myself  on  high  lines,  like  trying  to  read  Shakespeare 
and  Browning  aloud  to  a  woman  college  president. 
"Id  you  hear  me  trying  to  read  aloud  to  Mary?  I 
wish  I  had  at  least  a  little  decent  fear,  but  I'm  such 
"  ..  ^  ^°"'*  "^^"^  "*  anything." 

"Rob,"  I  suggested,  to  turn  his  thoughts,  "you 
ought  to  put  the  hat  that  Caroline  Treet  gave  you 
on  that  scarecrow.  It  would  not  be  matched  then  for 
a  success,  of  iU  kind,  in  any  kingdom.     The  crows 
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so    much    as    flutter    anywheres    near 


aU 


wouldn't 
summer.' 

Rob's  shoulders  shrugged  with  a  laugh.  I  saw, 
though  his  back  was  turned.  Then  he  faced  me,  and 
there  was  the  queer  spirit  that  I  liked  so,  and  that  al- 
ways floored  me,  in  his  blue  eyes.  You  couldn't  con- 
trovert it  or  touch  it  anywhere,  it  was  that  steady  and 
deep,  though  it  was  only  over  a  little  thing  that  it 
showed,  now. 

"Jim,  I  wouldn't  put  that  hat  on  a  scarecrow  for 
any  money,  or  anything  on  God's  earth.  I  wouldn't 
make  game  of  that  hat  though  it  was  worn  to  shreds— 
and  I  know  some  'round  here  do  put  Caroline's  hats  on 
their  scarecrows.  I  wear  it  of  ten— when  she's  looking— 
»nd  I  shall  as  long  as  I'm  at  Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us. 
It's  a  nice  hat,  and  I  like  it.  You  keep  quiet  about  that 
hat,  old  man,  or  you  and  111  have  a  quarrel." 

"  You've  got  a  good  many  girls  on  your  string," 
I  adjured  him  solemnly. 

The  smile  grew  broad  on  his  face.  Then  he  sobered. 
"Ah,  Jim,"  he  said,  arranging  some  straw  under 
the  Uttered  vest  of  his  dreadful  piece  of  sculpture  in 
order  to  gfve  it  the  similitude  of  a  mortal  stomach 
«nd  some  proper  pride  of  bearing;  "ah,  Jim,  you 
ought  to  have  been  in  my  shoes— at  birth,  I  mean— 
you  would  have  plodded  into  the  advanUges  that  I 
tossed  in  air;  you  would  have  used  them  like  an  ex- 
pert, and  made  a  great  man  of  yourself,  and— married 
Mary  Stingaree." 

He  became  intensely  interested  in  the  processes  of 
the  art  he  was  pursuing,  and  stood  off  to  view  ion 
uncanny  work. 
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"Mary  Stingaree  is  for  neither  you  nor  me"  I 
•»id.  « It  would  be  a  shame  for  her  to  marry  either 
of  us.  after  aU.  We  both  know  she  is  spoken  for  from 
»  high  source,  and  where  she  wiU  probably  make  up 
her  mind  to  go  in  the  end.  We'd  better  put  her  out 
of  our  minds  as  far  as  that  is  concerned." 

"  Doctor  Margate  is  too  old  for  her,"  Rob  replied, 
givmg  an  English  cant  to  the  trousers  set  up  on 
two  old  broom  handles  which  constituted  the  legs  of 
his  masterpiece.  "Too  old  for  her.  Perhaps  you 
ftink  she's  sort  of  prim  and  schoolteachery,  Jim,  but 
.he  isn't.  She's  great!  She's  jolly  and  full  of  ' go ' 
--didn't  you  know  that?  Why,  Mary  Stingaree  is 
a  society  woman  more  than  anything  else,  and  a  bril- 
hant  one,  too.  She  has  had  a  hard,  uncongenial  life 
of  It,  but  the  music  and  the  dash  are  aU  there.  She 
ought  to  marry  a  young  man,  and  travel,  and  enter- 
taw  at  her  own  house,  and  all  that  sort  of  thinir.  How 
•he  would  shine!" 

«  Doctor  Margate  is  not  too  old  to  travel,  and  by  all 
accounts  his  house  i.  big  enough  for  even  her  to  shine 
m.  You  and  I  are  poor  devils  with  our  own  work  cut 
out  before  us,  and  we've  got  to  stand  up  to  it  without 
ftittenng  our  thoughte  away  in  hopeless  moonshine. 
We  can  be  men  she  can  reelect,  anyway." 

"Yes,"  said  Rob,  his  f«*  settling  again  to  severer 
hnes,  with  a  sharp  pallor  round  the  Ups.  "I  can't 
hang  'round  there  so  much  with  her,  though.  I— I 
like  it  too  much,  Jim.  I— I  wouldn't  have  dreamed, 
when  I  first  came  to  Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  that  a 
man  could  ever  love  a  woman  as  I  love  her  now.  When 
*fc  doe»  up  my  arm  1  don't  dare  breathe,  for  fear  she'd 
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know  how  I  wish  that  I  could  die  when  she  touchci 
me,  and  go  off  that  way,  happy,  in  the  bliss  of  it; 
quit  it  all,  that  way— all  this  mess  that  I've  got  into, 
that  I  don't  rightly  know  how  to  manage.  I'm  not 
afraid,  old  man.  I  could  stand  up  to  anything,  if 
I  saw  my  way  clear.  Once  or  twice  I've  thought 
she — Mary — ^well,  I  could  not  believe  it,  of  course— 
but  Fve  thought— just  for  a  moment,  you  know— I've 

thought " 

"Don't  thin^  it  any  more— that's  only  just  her 
way.  You  get  to  thinking  that,  too  hard,  and  you  fall 
on  your  head  every  time,  and  find  you're  badly  cracked. 
Stand  on  your  own  feet,  Rob.  Good  Lord!  stand  up 
independent,  and  steer." 

"  You  couldn't  talk  just  like  that,  if  you  cared  for 
anybody  as  I  care  for  her." 

"  No?-^ut  it's  a  safe  rule  to  go  by.  It's  the  only 
way  she'd  ever  care  for  you." 

I  pitied  the  lad's  working  face.  But  he  climbed  out 
of  this  quarry  before  my  very  .^yes.  You  can  tell 
by  the  look  on  a  man's  face  when  he  has  given  up  hi« 
own  way  and  settled  down  again  to  sail  as  true  to  chart 
and  compass  as  he  knows. 

I  left  him  -aoking  his  pipe  beside  his  scarecrow, 
friendly,  and  human-close,  as  though  the  communion 
lay  deep  between  him  and  that  uncanny  offspring  of 
his  genius.  I  stopped  at  the  house  on  my  way  home 
for  a  word  with  Mary.  There  are  lots  of  ends  to  pick 
up  when  you  are  running  the  universe  for  the  sake 
of  a  lot  of  eccentric  individuals  such  as  I  had  to 
manage. 

*•  This  is  just  between  you  and  me  as  old  friend», 
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Mary,"  .aid  I.  «  You  might  go  kind  of  careful  wiU, 
Rob  Hilton,  if  you  don't  really  care  anything  about 
him.    He— he's  very  fond  of  you,  Mary." 

"I»  he?"  said  she,  meeting  me  very  frankly,  and 
with  great  quietness  of  demeanor.  "  WeU— I  am  fond 
of  him." 

«  Oh,  yes;  I  know.  But  that  is  not  the  way  Rob 
feels  It.  He  is  deeper  than  you  think.  He-he— it 
.8  tough  for  Rob.  Mary.  It's  hard-it's  vital  hard 
for  him." 

"And  how  do  you  suppose  I  care  for  him?  Am 
I  incapable  of  affection  for  any  sort  except  drunkards 
and  the  superannuated  and  aU  the  curious  of  creation? 
I«  It  not  possible  that  I  could  love  someone  young  and 
straight  and  Ull  and  pleasant  to  look  upon,  and  joy- 
ful to  hear?  Someone  who  has  erred,  possibly— like 
tte  rest  of  us;  for  we  are  none  of  us  quite  perfect, 
Jim." 

She  flashed  that  at  me  as  though  I'd  been  sizing  up 
poor  human  flesh  and  condemning  it  altogether  because 
It  didn't  touch  ideal  attainment;  that  is  the  kind  of 
justice  you  get  meted  out  to  you  when  you're  running 
the  universe— your  little  part  of  it— for  the  sake  of  a 
lot  of  hotheads. 

"Is  it  not  possible  that  I  might  care  for  someone 
who  IS  admirably,  simply  normal  in  his  nature  and  in 
his  craving  for  happiness? 

She  was  up  and  speaking  at  last.  Not  so  much  her 
words  as  her  manner  glued  my  tongue  in  my  mouth. 

••  It  was  a  shame,"  she  went  one,  in  a  flame  of  indig- 
nation, ««  shame  for  Rob  Hilton  to  be  entrapped  into 
that  dreadful,  false  marriage  down  there.     He  was 


m 


ill 


**«                          POWER    LOT 
not  nmrried,"  she  believed.    "  He  wai  not  of  their  lort. 
and  he  could  never  become  so  through  any  amount  of 
degradation.    It  wa.  wicked.    If  there  had  been  anyone 
to  take  any  interest  in  him " 

"  A  woman,"  she  continued,  "could  not  go  rummag- 
ing  about  in  the  purlieus  of  that  dreadful  River  down 
there  to  see  what  was  going  on,  or  to  protect  the  de- 
fenseless; but  it  reaUy  seemed  as  though  a  man  could 
have  protected  his  friend." 

My  tongue  still  stuck  tight  on  unmoving  hinges. 

"I  said  Rob  Hilton  was  charmingly  normal,"  said 
she.  "  He  is  not,  he  is  superior.  Why,  he  has  a  heart 
hke  a  hon.  He  would  do  and  dare  anything  for  anyone 
he  loved." 

"Mary,"  said  my  creaking  tongue  at  last,  and  I 
chmbed  a  tough  pitch  in  the  waves  then,  and  swal- 
lowed mjustice,  and  threw  back  magnanimity  and  pa- 
tience at  her  for  her  wild,  cruel  handling  of  me,  God 
knows  that;  "Mary,  if  I  have  not  been  all  the  friend 
I  ought  to  be  to  you  and  Rob  Hilton,  why,  I  shaU  have 
a  chance  to  make  up  for  it  later  on." 

She  hesitated,  and  gave  me  a  bit  of  attention,  just 
a  bit.  I  reckon  my  face  was  screwed  up  in  some  dis- 
torted shape. 

"Jim,"  said  she  softer,  «I  did  not  mean  that. 
There  was  never  anyone  Kke  you.  I  did  not  mean  to 
hurt  yon." 

«  Never  mind,"  said  I,  « I'm  one  of  the  '  curious  '- 
one  of  the  freaks.  But  now,  I  want  to  know  one 
thing,  if  an  old  Ufe-long  friendship  may  put  the  ques- 
tion to  ye,  Mary.  If  Rob  Hilton  were  proven  to  be 
free,  would  you  marry  him?  " 
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"You  teem  to  cast  some  reflection  upon  him,"  she 
answered;  "and  the  question  you  ask  me  would  he 
impertinent — did  it  come  from  anyone  but  you.  But 
you  seem  to  cast  some  reflection  upon  Rob,"  she  said, 
very  gently  now.  "Did  y.  t  never  think,  Jim,  it  is 
greater  to  win  a  battle  over  self  and  tempUtion  than 
to  sit  at  ease  with  those  who  have  not  been  tempted?  " 
"  I  have  thought— a  good  deal,  Mary,"  I  said. 
"I  know  you  have.  But  you  seem  not  to  have 
thought  of  that.  No  woman  of  character  could  de- 
spise Rob  Hilton  and  his  splendid  fight." 

"  I  believe  that  you  would  marry  him,"  I  murmured 
aloud,  a  sort  of  helpless  incredulity  in  my  tone. 

"  I  do  not  know,"  she  said.  "  This  much  is  certain  " 
—she  punished  me  with  the  new  light  that  shone  wide 
and  soft  in  her  glorious  eyes—"  I  do  not  believe  that  I 
could  bear  to  marry  anyone  else." 

So  the  die  was  cast,  the  song  was  sung,  the  word 
was  said.  I  retreated,  I  do  not  know  how,  except  that 
I  stalked  away  automatically,  as  a  man  whose  life- 
springs  are  dead. 

Rob  had  finished  his  pipe,  and  left  the  scarecrow 
standing  solitary.  The  gatepost  was  conveniently  near. 
I  leaned  against  it  for  support,  and  as  I  did  so  I  could 
fed  the  rags  of  the  crow-frightener's  right  arm  flut- 
tering caressingly  against  my  cheek. 

Some  things  rose  very  clearly  before  me  then: 
how  Mary  had  chosen  Power  Lot,  God  Help  Us,  up 
here  with  the  wind  for  a  watchdog,  had  accepted  it  de- 
liberately, rather  than  a  softer  life,  for  Duty's  sake. 
How  barren  a  Ufe  it  had  been  for  her,  into  which  Rob 
had  come  with  his  brightness  and   theatrical  position 
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of  dependence,  with  hii  qualities  of  etenul  youth  mad 
hii  ipectacular  flght  againit  temptation. 

"  But  she  wa»  all  the  world  to  me,"  I  blurted  out, 
clenching  my  hard  AtU  in  a  kind  of  agony,  being  alone 
with  the  «carecrow.  "  Deep  down  in  my  heart  I  was 
always  thinking  that  perhaps  somehow,  sometime 

"But  she  loves  h  i — she  loves  Rob  Hilton."  I 
brought  myself  up  standing.  "  The  story's  told,  tho 
dream's  over.  There's  nothing  left  but  to  •  Steer  right 
on.'     That  is  all  the  story  now." 

"There's  a  storm  brewing  in  the  east,"  shivered 
Scarecrow. 

"  The  more  storm  the  better,"  said  I.  "  I  like  storms. 
When  a  poor  devil's  stripped  of  everything  else  in  the 
world  he's  got  the  storms  left,  anyway.  Give  me  a 
storm  and  a  boat  and  I'm  all  right." 

"  Other  folks?  Other  folks?  "  screeched  Scarecrow, 
the  wind  wrenching  the  hat  clean  off  his  head. 

"  Oh,  all  right,"  said  I,  capping  him  again.  "  Yes, 
other  folks.  WeU,  I'U  do  my  best.  If  thaf$  the  way 
to  ride  the  gale  out,  I'll  go  that  way."  My  own 
words  came  back  to  me,  spoken  though  they  had  been 
with  a  gush  of  blood  at  the  heart—'  Maiy,  if  I  have 
not  been  all  the  friend  I  ought  to  be  to  you  and  Rob 
Hilton,  why,  I  shall  have  a  chance  to  make  up  for  it 
later  on.'  Aye,  and  so  I  will.  I'll  clear  a  way  for 
them  somehow.     That's  settled." 

I  saw  old  man  Trawles  coming  home  along  the  lane, 
driving  his  cow,  and  I,  not  being  in  the  mood  to  be 
seen  or  to  chat  with  him,  jumped  over  into  the  tall 
com  so  that  he  might  not  discover  me. 

Jacob  Trawles  wore  his  tall  hat,  as  usual,  and  swung 
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hit  cane.  The  cow  itopped  and  gazed  fearfully  at 
Scarecrow  standing  ciaxily  bold  in  hi*  -  !.  '  hy  the 
gatepoat. 

"Sir,"  laid  Jacob  Trawlea  in  hit  h<-f  .i'.«n  •,  yl. 
to  Scarecrow,  whoie  featurei  and  t«t*#rfi  I  ;  ,<:s.\.rned 
but  vaguely  from  where  he  ttood;  "  sir,  w  1'  ro'i  V.ndly 
»tep  aiide  till  I  have  paised  with  my  ruvf 

Poor  Scarecrow  whiitled  througa  all  i,, 
constitution,  and  twirled  his  own  rakish  hal 
hidden  brows  in  sniggering  contempt  of  .T'lc. 
plication. 

"  Sir,"  said  Jacob  to  Scarecrow  with  severe  dignity, 
"step  aside  at  once,  sir;  you  are  frightening  my 
cow." 

I  held  my  breath  in  a  spasm  of  interest  and  atten- 
tion, lest  I  should  shriek  aloud  even  as  the  gay  wind 
shrieked.  Scarecrow  rattled,  waved,  and  whistled  in 
jaunty  defiance,  and  the  cow  turned  and  plunged  in 
frenzied  retreat. 

"Pir,"  Jacob  sternly  accused  the  insensate  tatter- 
demalion by  the  gatepost,  «  sir,  I  requested  you,  with 
courtesy,  to  step  aside.  No  gentleman,  no  decent  per- 
son, sir,  would  conduct  himself  as  you  are  doing." 

Poor  Scarecrow  shook  his  hoe-handle  right  arm  in 
a  tiltish  way,  as  full  of  glad  menace  and  challenge  to 
approach. 

Now  I  saw  that  Jacob  Trawles  did  not  essentially 
lack  for  courage. 

"D~n  your  imperdence!"  cried  the  insulted  old 
man,  advancing  upon  Scarecrow  with  upraised  cane 
and  whirling  it  over  that  unshrinking  creature's  hat, 
scathless,  for  he  hod  no  raind  to  commit  murder.     It 
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was  when  he  had  cooled  down  enough  to  prod  hii  un- 
speakable enemy  persistently  in  the  stomach  with  his 
cane  that  Scarecrow  yielded  up,  unregretfuUy,  his  brief 
reign  on  earth,  and  feU  in  astonishing  distintegration 
at  his  assailant's  feet. 

"What  in  the  devil's  ahnanack!"  cried  the  sUrtlcd 
old  man— an   excessive  oath   which   he  used  only   on 

state  occasions  like  the  present.    "  What  in  the " 

In  the  general  collapse  of  material  before  him,  the 
familiar  aspect  of.  old  broom  and  rake  handles,  laths 
straw,  old  garments,  and  a  battered  hat  sped  from 
a  headless  trunk,  reassured  him  and  advised  him  of  the 
nature  of  the  opponent  whom  he  had  so  valianUy  at- 

tACK6a* 

«  Now  who  played  that  trick,  I  wonder,"  he  com- 
mented aloud,  with  a  bitter  inflection  of  contempt  for 
the  wit  of  the  perpetrator;  "some  lorn  shifles.  fool 
t  didn  t  know  no  more  'n  to  rig  up  a  scarecrow  right 
here  where  everybody's  cows  is  passin'.  If  I  ketch 
him,  I'll " 

He  wiped  his  brow,  looked  long  and  cautiously  about 
him  to  make  sure  that  no  one  had  witnessed  the  re- 
markable scene,  and  then  started  back  down  the  lane 
in  pursuit  of  his  cow. 

I  collected  the  shattered  framework  and  constitu- 
tion of  what  had  been  so  late  my  companion  in  misery, 
picked  up  his  foriom  garments,  transported  him  "a 
piece,  and  set  him  up  to  what  I  trusted  might  be  a  long 
and  useful  existence  in  the  center  of  the  flcld  By 
<  liance  as  I  was  making  my  exit  from  the  tall  and 
tangled  com,  I  came  face  to  face  with  Jacob  Trawlos 
retummg  with  his  cow. 


SCARECROW    AS    COMFORTER  341 

I  was  congcious  on  the  instant  that  I  colored  high 
and  leered  guiltily  in  his  face. 

"  Jim  Turbine,"  said  he,  relapsing  wholly  into  the 
vernacular,  "ain't  you  gittin'  to  be  purty  old  to  be 
playrn'  that  kind  o'  harf-witted,  dodderin',  aimless, 
ahif'less  tricks  on  folks?  " 

I  felt  that  I  was  leering  only  the  more  broadly  mto 
his  questioning  face. 

"  Wal',  war,"  said  he,  fixing  me  with  his  dun-brown 
eye,  "you  keep  your  mouth  shet,  Jim,  and  VU  keep 
mine.  Ha,  ha!"  he  laughed  with  an  (artificiality  in 
which  the  effort  involved  was  something  painful  to 
hear,  «  boys  wiU  be  boys,  Jim.  Yes,  boys  will  be  boys. 
I— ahem— I  skaU  invite  you  to  my  wedding,  Jim." 

I  accepted  his  cajolery  without  re.'^ontment.  "  Aim- 
less, shiHess,"  he  had  called  me;  and,  faith,  but  I  had 
been  hoeing  out  the  com  of  my  enemy,  for  charityV 
sake,  till  every  bone  in  my  body  ached. 

Sure,  a  man  gathers  up  sweet  plums  of  appreciation 
and  reward  vhen  he's  running  his  little  universe  for 
the  sake  of  other  folks. 

"  Did  ye  hear,  Jim?  You  keep  your  mouth  shet,  and 
I'll  keep  mine.  I'm  a-goin'  to  invite  ye  to  my  weddin', 
Jim,"  Old  man  Trawles  beamed  on  me. 
^  "Thank  ye,  I'U  come,  sure,  if  I'm  ashore,  Jacob. 
I'm  a  master  hand  at  going  to  other  folks'  weddings." 
Maybe  too  much  storm  and  wind  and  general  catas- 
trophe was  mingled  with  my  appointed  voyage  through 
hfe  for  grief  to  sUy  me  long  at  any  one  point.  There 
was  always  the  next  wave  to  face. 
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*>    'A»    AS    REAYSK  " 

A  WBEx  had  pawed  and  Bate  had  not  yet  returned. 
Marys  forebodings,  if  the  truth  were  known,  were 
not  only  for  him,  but  also  for  fear  of  tidings  of  some 
criminal  misdoing  ,f  his,  or  lest  he  should  come  home 
drunk  and  violent  by  night  with  ,he  knew  not  what 
evJ  companions.  Mrs.  Byjo  stepped  out  strong  as 
ever  in  this  emergency. 

'•I'm  coming  over  to  bunk  on  the  lounge  alongside 
your  bed,  Mary.  When  they  was  mixin>  the  mortar  to 
make  me  up,  they  hadn't  a  drop  o'  '  Fear '  to  put  in, 
by  Jo!  Fear's  a  mighty  good  thing,  but  they  was  out 
Of  It;  so,  while  the  devil  was  gone  to  town  to  .rit 
some.  Jiey  finished  the  job  o'  making  me  without  ai'y. 
It  am  t  a  safe  way  to  be  constituted,  I  suppose,  but  ifs 
mighty  comfortable."  She  swaggered  cheerily  about 
the  kitchen  and  set  her  constant  friend,  the  oxwhip. 
staunchly  in  a  comer. 

Mary  laughed  in  sympathy  with  the  broad  kindli- 
ness and  courage  on  Mrs.  Byjo's  face.  It  was  plain 
to  see  the  relief  on  Mary's  own  face,  that  had  been 
growing  darkly  haggard  of  lat^more  irresistibly 
beautiful  than  ever  to  poor  Rob. 

"Rob  ain't  got  but  one  arm  at  present,"  continued 
Mrs.  Byjo;  "so  me  and  my  old  oxwhip  will  stand 
guard,  too." 

She  took  a  big  pair  of  spectacles  out  of  her  pocket 
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and  .at  down  by  the  kitchen  lamp  with  one  of  Mary's 
bookE.  •  You  two  young  people  can  have  the  sitting- 
room  table  for  your  reading."  sU  said,  "and  clear 
out  o  here.  When  I  read  I  don't  want  anybody  in- 
terruptm'  me  with  talk,  or  jogglin'  my  elbows;  I  want 
tte  whole  world  to  myself  when  I  read,  same  as  when 
I  m  enjoym'  my  first  mess  o'  greens  in  the  spring,  only 
more  so."  1-     b>       j 

Mary's  face  was  brighter  than  it  had  been  for  days. 
She  felt  freer  to  converse  with  Rob  of  what  was  on  her 
heart,  and  she  spoke  to  him  in  the  adjoining  room. 

I  want  you  to  be  frank  with  me,  if  there  is  anything 
concealed  about  that  day  at  Waldeck,  Rob.  Did— 
did  Bate  saU  over  there  too?  I  have  been  thinking 
iately— he  was  not  at  home  that  day." 

«  Miss  Stingaree,"  said  Rob,  smiHng  in  his  ingenuous 
way,  •  ,t  isn't  hardly  fair,  is  it,  to  ask  me  about  Bate? 
He  sails  and  he  tramps  so  many  ways-how  should  I 
know? 

"  I've  had  a  horrid  suspicion  haunting  me,  until  Vir- 
ginia came  in  and  dispelled  all  suspicions  with  hei 
brave  good-cheer,  that-that,  possibly,  it  was  Bate  who 
was  the  means  of  your  falling  into  the  quarry?  "  She 
was  looking  at  Rob  more  keenly  than  he  realized. 

He  laughed,  and  laughed  again,  with  the  humor  of 
the  idea. 

"Miss  Stingaree,  I  have  been  able  to  defend  myself 
agamst  Bate  for  some  time.  You  know  that.  You 
are  not  very  flattering.  It  was  the  turn  of  my  foot  on 
a  miserable  stone  sent  me  slipping  down  there.  The 
fall  was  unexpectedly  abrupt,  and  there  were  jagged 
rocks  below."  •*  ** 
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"  Rob,  I  believe  that  is  the  first  lie  you  ever  told  me. 
You  and  Jim  might  have  agreed  on  the  same  story,  at 
least.  He  said  the  bank  caved  in.  What  did  happen.' 
I  want  to  know  the  truth." 

Rob's  smiling  features  were  expressive  of  the  utmost 
bewilderment  and  confusion.  « If  Jim  said  the  bank 
caved,  why  then,  that  was  it.  I  was  so  stunned,  you 
know." 

"  You  weren't  stunned  before  the  bank  caved  in,  were 
you?  " 

"  No,  oh  no,  not  at  all;  but  the  things  that  hap- 
pened just  before  did  not  make  so  much  impression 
on  me,  or  rather,  the  impression  was  sort  of  lost,  you 
understand— I  think  it  is  usual  in  such  cases.  But  I 
can  teU  you  this,  truly— if  Bate  Stingaree  pushed  me 
over  into  the  quarry,  then  I  wasn't  alive  and  knowing 
when  he  did  it,  that's  all ! " 

Rob's  forehead  bloomed  with  frankness.  Mary 
caught  at  his  words  eagerly  with  a  sudden  revulsion 
of  feeling,  beheving  what  she  was  agonizingly  anxious 
to  believe  that  her  brother  had  not  taken  that  das- 
tardly attempt  at  crime  upon  his  soul. 

"It  Bate  had  only— would  only— put  himself  in 
training  as  you  have  done,"  she  said.  "Your  ab- 
stinence, I  mean,  and— and  perfectly  marvelous  faith- 
fulness of  application.  Rob,  do  you  know  of  any  way 
one  could  get  hold  of  Bate  really  to  influence  him" 
You  are  '  intuitive.'  "  She  smik-d.  "  Now  I  have  been 
called  '  scholarly,'  here  and  there.  I  have  a  fair  idea 
of  perspective  and  logical  sequences  and  values,  to  'see 
aU  'round  a  thing,'  as  they  say  here;  but  you— on 
occasion— you  se«  a,  f^.  as  heavea,  H«b.      i'ou  «a«> 
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my  mother  go.     I  gh«ll  never  forget  that.     /  should 
never  have  seen  her  go." 

The  woman's  words  were  soft  as  music,  the  trembling 
of  her  lips  inexpressibly  tender.  Rob  realized  of  a 
sudden  that  Mary  did  not  whoUy  disapprove  of  him, 
that  she  had  even  entertained  a  thought  of  him  in  the 
sanctuary  of  her  tenderest  emotions;  he  drunk  some 
of  the  astounding  flattery  of  her  words.  His  weary, 
hopeless  heart  proceeded  to  make  eternity  of  this  mo- 
ment. Past  and  future  were  void;  his  senses  swam 
m  poignant  ecstasy.  He  felt  that  he  must  say  some- 
thing to  keep  her  stiU  near  him,  not  to  appear  as 
vacuous  before  her,  however  deliciously  light  his  head 
was  perched  upon  his  neck,  so  airy  and  fine  that  it 
wu  no  more  trouble  to  him  than  the  head  of  a  sparrow. 
"That  was  a  great  dream,"  he  said,  "that  about 
your  mother;  and  I'm  not  usually  much  of  a  dreamer, 
either." 

"Rob,  how  can  I  get  hold  of  Bate?  Can  you  tell 
me?" 

She  followed  one  hope  persistenUy,  but  there  was 
the  trace  of  girlish  emotion  still  trembling  on  her  lips; 
and  there  were  her  wonderful  witch-dark  eyes  asking 
him  for  advice  and  aid. 

"Perhaps,"  he  said  with  absolute  honesty,  the  mo- 
ment was  so  transcendent,  "if  he  cared  enough  for 
someone  to  want  to  win  their  respect  though  he  died 
doing  it— I  believe  I'll  teU  you  something.  Miss  Stinga- 
ree;  sincr  it  is  all  a  hopeless  business  for  me,  you 
won't  mind  now,  I  believe,  if  I  tell  you.  You  must 
not  feel  that  you  are  unkind.  It  was  a  good  thing, 
so  don't  you  worry;   but  it  hit— hard  as  death." 
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^'  Do  go  c  ,  Rob."  said  Mary,  much  wondering. 

"  Since  it  >  all  a  hopeless  business  for  me,  and  1 
have  not  even  any  right.  I  suppose,  to  teU  you  how 
much  I  began  to  think  about  you  at  one  time;  in  fact, 
I  thought  about  you  every  blessed  minute  of  the  time 
A  fellow  could  not  help  it,  you  know.  WeU.  I  wandered 
up  to  the  old  church  one  evening— what  they  call 
Spook  House  '-and  lo  and  behold!  you  and  Jim  were 
standing  over  in  front  of  it  Ulking  together,  and  it 
came  back  through  the  old  broken  windows  to  me 
where  I  stood,  and  before  I  could  turn  away  you  were 

all !  That  is  what  you  said,"  concluded  Rob  with  half- 
averted  face,  on  which  strength  and  dignity  mingled 
with  a  world  of  ardent  adoration,  not  to  speak  of  for- 
giveness, if  forgiveness  were  required  for  those  soul- 
biting  words. 

Mary's  cheek  was  streaked  with  so    iark  a  red    as 
though  a  sudden  arrow  had  been  sent  to  her  heart 

"After  that,"  Rob  went  on,  "I  did  not  care  about 
drink,  or  pleasure,  or  anything;   at  first,  I  did  not  even 
care  about  gdu.     It  stopped  every  hope  of  the  living 
m  me.    It  kiUed  me.    It  drove  me  "—Rob's  face  settled 
to  Its  sterner  lines,  and  his  voice  grew  tense  and  deep- 
it  drove  me,  when  I  was  able  to  pick  myself  up  on  to 
my  feet  once  more,  to  a  resolution  that  was  bigger 
than  all  things  else  in  my  eyes.     I  vowed  that  I  would 
stand  alone,  and  do  the  right  thing,  whether  anybodv 
knew  It  or  not,  or  loved  me  or  not;   that  I'd  be  a  man 
to  suit  my  own  ideals  on  the  subject,  which  are  as 
Mgh  as  yours,  perhaps;  though  I  haven't  got  far  on 
t^  road  yet,  but.  uod  knows,  I've  been  trying-gome  " 
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Mary',  voice  wiu  like  the  soft,  clear  tone  of  a  flute; 
It  aeemed  angelic,  but  heartless,  to  Rob. 

"You  think,  if  Bate  could  care  really  to  win  some- 
one .  respect,  or-hear  some  very  harsh  words  about 
himself— It  might  redeem  him?  " 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Rob  drearily.  Then  he  lifted 
h«  head  again.  « I'll  do  all  in  mortal  power  to  help 
you  with  your  brother,  Miss  Stingaree." 

"How  would  it  be,  generally  speaking,  in  a  case  like 
that  you  have  described  to  me,"  Mary's  clear,  flute-like, 
impersonal  tone  went  on,  "after  hearing  so  unkind, 
thoughtless,  and-exaggerated  a  criticism  of  himself; 
though  entirely  forgiving,  perhaps,  out  of  a  great 
nature,  a  person  would  never  care  as  before  for  one 
who  had  uttered  such  unfortunate  words?" 

"  They  were  not  unfortunate,  after  all,  perhaps,"  ex- 
claimed Rob  generously,  quite  ofl-  his  guard;  "  though 
they  knocked  a  feUow  down,  when  he  got  on  his  feet  he 
had  h»  jaws  set  for  good,  you  know;  he  had  his  mind 
made  up,  and  he  wouldn't  have  stuck  at  going  through 
hell  Itself  to  carry  out  his  resolution.  Don't  vou 
see?"  ^ 

"  Yes,  I  see,"— Mary  smiled  with  composure,—"  but 
there  could  never  be  the  same  regard  for  her  who  had 
spoken  them." 

That  honeyed,  reed-like  voice  would  have  deceived  a 
wuer  head  than  Rob's  that  swam  so  high  and  airily,  as 
Hght  as  a  humming  bird's  in  Mary's  dear  presence,  and 
under  the  speU  of  her  eyes,  though  he  was  sadly  re- 
solved that  she  was  altogether  heartless. 

"  Perhaps  not  in  some  inst-ncM;"  he  replied,  utterly 
tactless,   supremely    fatuous.     "But    for   nie,' in    less 
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than  a  day,  I  only  grew  to — to  love  you  more,  though 
it  wai  hopeleu,  and  more  and  more,  God  help  me,  every 
day  of  my  life." 

"  So  many  days,"  sighed  the  sweet  and  heartless 
voice ;  "  but  I  shall  always  have  to  remember  there  was 
one  day,  Rob,  when  you  did  not  love  me." 

He  thought  she  was  going  to  laugh.  He  looked  up 
curiously,  and  saw  only  a  very  grave  and  beautiful 
profile  contemplating  spaces  and  infinitudes  that  had  no 
connection  with  his  ^poor  story. 

"  Well,  I  don't  know,"  he  murmured  despairingly ; 
"probably  I  did  that  day  too,  although  I  did  not 
know  it." 

She  did  laugh,  softly,  but  to  his  astonishment  there 
were  tears  in  the  eyes  that  turned  to  meet  Iiis. 

"  Then,  since  you  include  that  day  too,  and  there  is 
no  omission,  I  think  I  have  sunietliing  to  tell  you,  too, 
Ro(, "'  The  bright  wave  of  crimson  that  swept  over  her 
face  changed  to  a  divine  pallor,  as  she  made  thus  her 
great  amends  to  him.  "  Though  it  is  all  hopeless,  as  you 
say,  yet  I  should  always  want  to  remember  that  I  told 
you  tJiis.  If-  it  is  any  comfort  to  you,  to  hear  it  from 
me,  why,  then,  I  want  you  to  know,  Rob,  that  you  arc 
more  of  a  man  in  my  eyes  than  any  other  I  have  ever 
met  on  earth;  and  that  I  lovr.  you,  Robert  lad,  I  love 
you  with  all  my  heart.  Now,  go.  We  must  bear  our 
lives,  and  Grod  help  us  to  bear  them." 

"  Mary ! — Mary !  "  gasped  Rob,  his  beatific  face 
confirming  her  recent  statement  that  he  could  "  see  as 
far  as  heaven,"  "  do  you  mean — thit  you  care  for  nic 
— as  a  man  you  could  have  married  ?  " 

"  A  man  whom  1  did  not  consider  worthy  of  that 
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honor"— the  flute-voice  renewed  it.  smooth  and  even 
mu.ic-«  would  not  be  the  one  I  have  ju.t  described 
to  your  humble  ,enw  a.  the  rtrongest.  noblest,  and 
bravest  that  it  has  ever  been  my  lot  to  meet.     Now,  mad 
though  you  are  for  flattery,  Robert.  I  have  said  those 
word,  for  the  last  time.     We  must  meet  the  future 
bravely.     In  a  sense,  this  must  be  our  farewell:  it  is 
hail  and  farewell,'  for  us,  Robert  lad." 
«No-never,    never!"    said    Rob    breathlessly,    as 
though  he  actually  plunged  through  the  pearly  gates 
of  bhss;  "there'll  be  a  way!    There  must  be  a  way! 
1 11  make  a  way !    I  was  not  worthy-but  I've  won  you ! 
Say  Ive  won  you,  since  you  care  for  me.     Oh,  God! 
1  thought  the  way  was  hard,  and  all  the  time  I  wa. 
climbmg  up  a  hill  that  led  to  glory  and  the  joy  of  life  » 
He  rose  and  strode  once  back  and  forth  across  the 
room,   his  humming-bird  lightness  of  head   carrying 
him  altogether  into  the  realms  of  bliss. 

"  I'll  make  a  way,  my  beautiful,  my  dearest " 

••Virginia    is    stirring,"    said    the    flute-voice,    low. 
You  are  behaving  insanely.     She  will  come  in  here 
presently." 

'•  She  will  only  think  yon  have  refused  me,"  bending 
the  ecstasy  of  his  smile  on  Mary.  «  I  am  going  out  to 
tell  her.  Come  with  me.  or  I  shaU  think  I  am  dreaming, 
tome  with  me,  dearest.  You  owe  me  this  much.  Re- 
member the  unkind  'exaggerated'  speech  you  made 
ttbout  me." 

"I  remember,"  said  Mary  sadly;  "but  we  must  re- 
member other  things  aa  weU.  We  are  not  free,  neither 
you  nor  I." 

"  What  binds  youf  "  said  R«b.  in  a  flash,  gritting 
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hii  teeth  in  her  very  f«ce,  like  a  lion  about  to  itart  out 
on  the  devouring  patL    Mary  smiled. 

"Not  a  lover,"  ihe  made  hatte  to  lay,  "but  I 
rhall  not  leave  Bate;  no  one  elie  would  make  a  home 
for  him,  or  have  two  dayi'  patience  with  him.  No  one. 
Even  if  you  were  free,"  she  reminded  him,  very  gently, 
for  his  joy  was  sweet  to  her, 

Rob's  "  intuitive  "  eyes,  scorning  all  barriers,  took 
;.ifimte  largess  of  the  future.  He  (hrugged  his  broad 
shoulders  as  though  the  world  of  sordid  entanglement, 
privation,  and  doubt'  fell  from  them  lightly. 

"  Besides,"  she  said,  "  remember  it  was  your  faith- 
fulness to  what  you  believed  to  be  your  duty  that  won 
r.-.e  to  you,  made  me  trust  you.  It  would  be  a  poor  re- 
ward if  your  love  for  me  made  you  give  up  tho  fight, 
Rob>" 


CHAPTER    XXVn 


TH«   "  WBASTUt  ' 


BT   THB    UTIft 


The  tremendous  gorge  of  the  River  seemed  to  mis. 
half  the  tides.  It  fiUed,  of  course,  regularly;  but  to 
me,  m  memory,  it  seems  ever  to  lie  there,  bare,  eating  its 
heart  out  in  smiting  sun  and  shrieking  wind,  ragged 
with  bowlders,  its  few  harbored  vessel,  lying  i„  the  way. 
exposed  like  ghosts  without  an  element 

WeU,  the  tide  had  gone  out  of  my  soul,  too,  and  left 
It  stony  and  dry,  only  the  ghost,  of  dead  hopes 
stranded  bleak  along  it.  channel. 

Captain  Belcher,  shouting  cheerfuUy  along  the  high- 
way with  hi.  oxen,  seemed  a  denizen  of  another  world. 
But  I  had  business  with  him. 

-Stu,"  said  I,  "you  got  to  speak  up.  Pm  bou. 
Its  my  turn.  Pm  running  the  thing  now.  Here's  a 
paper  ready  made.  Read  it,  and  put  your  fist  to  it,  or 
well  see  which  is  the  brat  man,  you  or  me.  We'U  settle 
It  withm  this  very  identical  ten  minutes  right  here  on 
the  ground.  Here's  pen  and  ink.  I  brought 'em  in  my 
pocket  a  purpose." 

WiTNMSETH,  Stuyvesant  Belcher  and  James 
Turbine:  I,  Stuyvesant  Belcher  do  hereby  say 
and  acknowledge,  that,  the  justice  of  the  peace 
bemg  at  the  tune  incapacitated,  I  myself  did  by 
way  of  a  jest  perform  a  peremony  purpoHiag  and 
SSI 
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